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PREFACE 


10 THE SECOND EDITION. 


In presenting the $econd Edition of this little 
volume before the public, the Editor trusts tliat it 
will be found worthy of the same favour, which 
the work received on its first appearance. Since 
that time many beautiful and interesting effustons 
lia\ e issued from the press, from acknowledged* ae 
well at anonymous authors, and to these we stand 
deeply indebted for seve^i||gems which now adorn 
our pages. In matting room for them we were 
<»bliged to exclude numerous pieces of^ undoubted 
merit, but we trust that while we do not borrow 
too much from any individual author, we hav'A kJy 
that means been enabled to takuea little from aU, 
and also to approach aomewha| nearer to our ori- 
ginal plan, by inserting whaf bemore properly 
termed Lyrical poetry. From two highly gifted 
autliors, however, now in the dust, we have been 
lavish in our selections, b^t when the names of 
“ Heber” and “ PoLhdk** are jaentJon ed, this 
will be a sufficient apolo^; it is to us n^atter o*f 
'deep regret, thf|t while tl|py sutog, and while thev 
delighted with their strai|8, we were rSminded oi 
the sinking of the swan, whose nuisic was lovlicst 
when a^out to expire. We may. also state that 
many ojfiginals are scattered throughout our pages, 
witi\^e signat::i‘Sr^“l*ARK”*and ^Weir,” — thef 
ai'le piac^b^'tfft the pn6ic»with* the iJlmgst diffi- 
dence, afford iStit slight gratification 



in tlip perusal, the authors will be siiffic 
recompensed for any little pains beslowed on thei' 
rompositiuii. As no expense has been spin ed ir 
the execution and emboli ishmoiit oi‘ the “ Sacred 
Lyre,” it is to be ho]»ed that this circus stance, a** 
well nstZje general merits of Vu* selection will yiel*' 
a coiisidciahle def;i*ee of salislactioa to those wlu' 
may favour it with a perusal. In conclusion \V( 
would only remark, that from the contents ol this 
volume being of a serious character, it may be re- 
commended as a suitable comjianion for the evening 
of that day when all is calm, and when the mind is 
settled into a sacred repose; since we may be j>er 
mitted to hope that pious precepts will nut be the 
less acceptable by being ^ouveyed to the heart it* 
the varied measure of Sjcied Gong. 
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I’oETRY, as a study^ furnishes to the mind much 
elegant and pleasing, as well as innocent cnteitain- 
inent. But to please is not the sole aim of thi8*de> 
light/lll art. Viewed in its effects either on the 
understanding or the heart, it is highly profitable. 
For whilst a taste for poetry in general is a sure in- 
dication of a mind by nature feelingly^ alive to tht 
finest impulses of which man is susceptible, the cul- 
tivation of such a taste has a direct tendency to txall 
and refine thg soul, to form it to Jihwe of excellence 
^^id to render its possessor sensible of his high capa- 
bilities of varied and endless jmpvoverneiit. He, ac- 
cordingly, who employs his leisure hours in delight- 
ing his ear with the flow of smooth and harmonious 
numbers, and in enriching^ his understanding witf 
the flnely conceived and floblc creations oftjjj^poet 
is, imperceptibly it may be to himself, fornpn^n hh 
mind a starida|tl of tasle^bothVoprect mu delicat# 
And this new faculty, if itjinny be so denominated, is 
benefliaal to him, nut in poetry only, or in the othei 
departments of litcraturejJjut in forming 

oplriioifs connectednath,m-mi<yf of'daily occufl’eiTce 
V Tncsid^creafin^iiathe mind a lo?i 

of excel fiice, the study tfyioctry, by g^iI^ t.he as- 
rendei^'^ to the amiable uiid«iuble qualii^ies of thf 
soul, impresses ifpon it a neimanent bias towardii 
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vlrtup. A nd we think it not un w orthy oJ I’miark - 

that the views and feelrigs oi' a mind thus exer- 
cised and improved are as n uch unknown (o eoin- 
moii understandings, as it’ they were the r^nteptioiis 
of the inhuhitant of some other planet. Sin li nii- 
derstaniiingrs are inv er visitetf by tliem, and are, not 
“ aware of their 'capacity for receiving them. 

Nor do we think that the vicious tendency ol 
not a few poems, tlic productions of our most fav- 
oured Itards, forms any valid objection to wljat has 
now been advanced. Such prc^diictlons are univer- 
sally regarded as the spurious issue of the Muse, ami 
are ever lamented as the prostitution of the f^pnlties 
which most ennoble andbey.utify our rational nature. 
They are the creations of some ejul hour, when lian- 
cour, Envy, or Spleen, w’as exej ting a demoniacal 
influence over the mind, and causing the genius of 
I’oesy to act in subserviency to its o^^'ii raalignani 
pui^oses. AiV& it is only when he is again brought 
under the fell anfl gloomy sway of tt^ese diabolical 
passions, that the pbet himself can relish his ovuri 
immoral etriiaionstf With the reader the case is ex- 
actly similar. His imagination will brood witit 
new ami fond delight over the pages of the sensual 
poet, if Ihe current i f hes thoughts has been tainted 
l)y ’iai;uis indulgences the contagion of evil ex- 
aniplen^'t should \irtu8 he the peaceful and happy, 
v:mor of iK^ life, he will^turn in dfagust from the 
pagr, the reading of whilli might sully the purity ol 
his Tpiml. Whilst, therefore, the poet addresses 
himsjlf to tYvjnctiiaginatipa of his reader, Ifs object 
js,* tlwuiJgh mer^iis dj vpirii^ial faculty, Vo form 
flje taste, t^id free the i|’>ul lVonb<he dejnifriv,, of 
those. gA.)Sspr j^assions, »*|rt corporeal nXiiit , the in- 
dulging Oif' which sidks man below the lev«?l of the 
Hifenoi'taniinals. 
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<yia It tire tendency oi poetry In general is to pro- 
vioto iutelleetualVnd moral improvement, the ad- 
vAiiceiiierit oV religion is thi?direct and sole objeci of 
tlie Sacred Muse. Ti?e origin of Sacred Poetry is 
divine, it was the inspiration of the Almighty 
which tuned tli^; hearts of the Hebrew l^rds and 
opened their lips in songs of ^’aise. And sweet 
.uid sublime were the numerous strains which they 
uttered, from the time that Moses sung of Israel’s 
deliverance from her bondage in Egypt, till the joy- 
ful Virgin burst forth info sweetest notes of thanks- 
giving and praise, at*the thought of giving birtk to 
*hiiu who was to deliver mankind from a deeper 
Uirald«n. And in every age has the Muse been 
found the handmaid of dteligion, though her sons 
have too fre(iuentlji*been prodigal of their gifted 
endowments. In every country, too, has Religion 
assigned her a place in her temple, to kftidle in her 
votaries the flame of devotion and ^11 their lu^arls 
with the love of her own adorab]^ attributes. In 
truth, lleligioA and the praise of virtuous and heroic 
actions, were the first and for a long time the only 
themes of the Poet. Nor is* lhil*at all wonderful. 
Roth Religion and Poetiy address themselves to the 
affections, and the former, as well as the latter, not 
uri frequently operates on |fiese through means of 
the imagination. Either ef them alone tn 

jmpart a high relish to the soul, Jbut their^mbined 
influence affordl the higf^st menf%l e^oyment/ 
TJie poet who courts the sacred Muse will, accor* 
dingly, tie the niost affecting and iiitere^ig of any/ 
ReligioiJ the noblest of a!#^qb jer.t.j,*?s is thfm^, 
and devAion, tlie li#*d!WtTOff#r Rd^igion, iiispife.s^ 
iiis gvh^usnnd enlivens h#s i^ections. jLofty and 
glowing ijAicepfloiis on suTiJects the most inomeii- 
toijs, he*embellishes with all tffe decoratiilis of the 
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tuneful art. As a Christian, he can Jtake no \io\v 
of the works and ways of the Almighty, or ol the 
present situation and fuliuredestiny of man, whicl;), 
as a poet, he may not render more lovely, more 
grand or more awful. God is an invisible ^^lirit, and 
the raovAnents of his providence an; often dark and 
mysterious, ljut {^le poet who consecrates his gen- 
ius to the service of heaven, ^an, as it were, conjure 
up the perfections of Deity from behind the curtain 
of creation, and show them acting in harmony 
for the comfort and happihess of the universe. In 
his view, the joyous face of spring is the smile of ^ 
thC'Creator, winning man back to his favour and 
inviting him to taste of his goodness. The legular 
return of the seasons he Hoards as the fuldlment 
of God’s ancient promise. In a partial evil he 
discovers a^eneral good; in a seeming calamity he 
discovers a real blessing. But the plan of tedemp- 
tihq, is his darjjrig theme. It is his delight to ex- 
patiate on the lo^ which could devise, and on the 
condescension whic);i could execute*'the god-like 
scheme, lie lovcj^to dwell on the mercy which de- 
lighted in procuring pardon for a whole world of 
transgressors. Often do his lines breathe the spirit 
of genuine repentance, and godly sorrow for sin. 
Of ten a re they fraught* fvith the aspirations of a 
itiiu^PfU^tiiig after bigMr attainment in tlie Chris- 
tian life.\ And shculd the terrorS|Of the Lord be-< 
come the Tuhject of his fluse, he arrays the realities 
of d judgment to come in the black*: st and qiost ap- 
palling co!^{jrs., Keligious subjects present them- 
se2v«r to- himTrfc'en^^s ^rietj ^ IJe feel^it to be 
|jbe highest cx^’cise^Fhis'genft.s to pen twLhymn 
of prai^. t Nevet is he f^nscious of greyer lereVa- 
tion hf seijitiment t!^||n f&hen he feels, as iKvere, the 
Divinity Stiri:i)g within him, and a wakening his en- 
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or^es to extol >]is Maker. Never Joes the /lame of 
piety burir higher or brighter within him, than 
'When gratitude to hi^ Redeemer is his gladsome 
theme. Often does he attempt to recall the happy 
feelings fvlth which he was visited when engaged on 
these importaiA topics, and is sad when th^ effort has 
been fruitless. Whilst his ofter ;^orks may have, 
ceased to afford hiiy any pleasure, his devotional 
strains continue to afford himn^w and fresh delight. 
And when in his more sober hours, the former may 
prove to him the (^use of no small pain, the latter 
are the lines, whu:h, in his dying. momenCj, he 
wou^d not wish to blot. We feel confident tmt we 
s]ieaR the opinion of every sober-minded persoiiyin 
asserting that if any oheof his productions afforded 
Lord Byron pleasure in the rapid moments of bia 
dissolution, that one was his Hebrew Melodies. 
And if this impressive consideration were allowed^ 
to have its full weight, it might ivave the dejii^lo 
effect of preventing many of ouii^ poets from writln|^ 
in the gay houi's of health, ^faat they will not be 
able to relish in the prospect ^ eternity. Though 
this World were to be the permanent abode of man, 
still would the poet be justified iu saying ; 

An Atheist’s laugh’s a poor exchange 

For Deity offeided.” 

But when we reflect that h^ who offeyds his Cre- 
ator, must s^n meet as his judgi^ what Red- 
ness can be Compared nrith the folly of him, who 
deli& the frlwn of Omnipotence ! ^ 

hail jft as a happf«8ymptoai«<^i3i^h of the im- 
provement of and the progress of 

re^gion, th^k immorah^o^try, thi!higb|theprodudion 
of tha^ost%ifted genw#, is, at present, ^eprobatefto 
alik^ by the critic and tl^f^ubllCy,/ ^he time, we 
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^ trust is for ever gone by, in ivliich in’ moral ity, ra- 
ther in conduct or composition, is to be regarded as 
a test of genius. We flatter ourselves that we aJ- 
1‘eady see the virtuous temper of the age, irifipressed 
tm the works of our choicest authors. We long to 
see more M' its eft'ects. and to ufltue*^ their recipro- 
<;al action on society fh large. 

We know not a more delight/ul or improving ex- 
ercise, than the readifig of sacred poetry. Essential 
truths are thereby conveyed to the mind in a form 
best fitted to gain them welcome admission. The 
advantage of this mode of communicating religious 
instriTction has long been felt. It is espcciallv be- 
neficial in forming the minds of the young to a iaste 
for religion. It is impossible, we think, to present 
exhortations to virtue and piety, or dissuasions from 
vice, in a fonp less repulsive than that in whicii 
(hey are presented by the poet. As the 'manners 
of ofienmaii are naturally more engaging than those 
of another mao ; soppoetr}^, of its owiji, nature, is 
more attractive than pivse. The poet must always 
keep in view the firs(/nd.of his art, to please ; this 
necessarily excludes from his composition any thing 
that might seem harsh and forbidding. Besides, he 
is constantly moving the aifgctions and raising agree- 
able sentiments in tie mindf These circumstances 
will'serv^l^ome measure explain the fact above 
alli^od to, tU^t the api91icBtl|tn of the doctrines and 
precepts of religion, is ne^r less dls[^asing than 
;,wheii It is made by the poet. Verse stf-ms to C'^.rry 
albng with if%^ower o^iiming ov\r tlie ,way- 
ward«aflfections of ithesiiBJijjjiJJjendilg theih to 
its ivill. Under its iutuence, the mlijid feels 

« |nGje ^ubraifting*itfl8f to the f ’oini^n of 

>fWliich/o, rinerly Qiemed revolting. ’IrS- ob- 
y of thS Ijll^rt is ^It to give wiy before the 
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< hiu-in of nfimbers, as' the evil sifii it departed from 
Sam wlieii the sVeet singer of Israel tuned his harp 
before him.* We are less iljaek ward in confessing 
our delinquencies then Slian at other times. The flow 
of penitential sorrow is never stronger or more sin- 
tccre. is never deeper ; self-pj^asement 

never more prostrate. We more disposed to 
close with the offers of mercy.l Cfur gratitude is 
more warm and lively. Oui‘ |oy moie glowing; 
and the wliole train of sentinKnt in our bosoms 
more devout and ferveij^. That solemn appeals to 
the affections, are never more impressive, capnot, 
we think, he more convincingly shown than byjpre- 
^entir|g our readers with the following lines on the 
day of judgment, versQ^ which wo think it im* 
possible for any one to read without emotion. 


THE DAY OF JUDGMENT. 

Day of judgment, day of wonders ! 

Hark ' the trumpet’s awful sound, 

Louder than a thousand, thqjpders, 

Shakes the vast creation round ! 

How the summons will the sinner’s heart confound! 

See the J udge our na^o wearing, 

Ciolh’d in Majesty slivine ^ 

You who long for his appe^iiig, 

Then sh;ll say, “ 'Ais God is iniSe 1” 

Gracious Savwur, own me in that day for thine! ^ 

At lis calU the dead airaken, ' > 

Kise to life tJIftfiflind s'ea; 

Ail l^e pclvers of n»^ur^i,.shgkAi 
B^iis l)oks, prepare to flee : 

Careless sinner, what wiU^en beqj?fnf<of thee 
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Horrors past imagination* 

Will surprise your trembling*heartj 
When you hear youurconderaiiationr 
Hence, accursed wreiich, depart ; 

Thou with Satan and his angels have th^ part!'’ 

Satanf^who nowiriea to plfase 3 ^u, 

Lest you ♦imA warning take, 

When that word is past, will sei*e you, 

Plunge you j/n the burning lake ! 

Think, poor sinner, thy eternal all’s at stake. 

But to those who have confessed, 

^ Lov’d and serv’d the Lord below, 

He will say, “ Come near, ye blessed, 

See the kingdom 1 bdbtow ; 

You for ever shall my love aiuf glory know:” 

Under s(fi’rowa and reproaches, 

• May this tj^ought your courage raise ! 

^iftly Go(f s ffreat day approaches. 

Sighs shall then be chang’d to jft’aise ; 

We shall triumph^neo the world is in a blaze. 

In presenting this little volume to the public wc 
feel encouraged by the hope of its being useful, 
The Hymns of the ex(:^]lent and pious divines, 
DodcF^idge, very generally taught 
throughoM the island, and thousands are at this 
Aiy experiWicing the gootf which lh|y arc calculat- 
ed to impart. The Olney Hymusltoo, have been 
found hig My beneficial in furnishing iiistru^tiou to 
persons of imlltired unArrstanding, ris wcD as in 
cheri*ing pious' and JlCTTOfrrrtfe^etionj. We flatter 
oHrselves tl^it ifii usefulness me pr» seiSt col- 

' lectiot^ not fall behind either of ^icsel^w men- 
tionedy or^)ypther Election of Sacred PoetVy now 
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ill clI^MiIatiprij.as /rom the number of choice pieces 
which it contains^ we are certain that it is not in- 
ferior to any other in poetical excellence. There 
is interspersed through the volume a very consider- 
able mimlSr of small poems, the productions of our 
Best and most il*cent* authors. It will found 

likewise to rxmtfun as great a^ariejiy of subjects 
and measures, as it is possible, pilhaps, for any col- 
lection to have. And, in concliiiling, we judge it 
not improper to state what we think must be con- 
sidered as no small ijecaAmendation of the work, 
♦that by far the greater proportion of the vole?me 
consists of entire poems, and several of these krij 
now pftnted for the first time. 


^ireenoc^. 1828 . 
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AWAKE MY LYRE 

Awake my lyi*e, and n^ay thy string 
Be tun*d to our.Creator*s praise ; 

And Jet bi^eeze's balmy wing, 

To heoren’s gate the accents raise : * 

And oh ! may those celestial lays, *« 

Which Angels sing, my heaitiinsplre 

To guide my*hand which feeUy strays 
Along each chord to tune mj^lyre. 

Awake my lyre, ’tis morning hour ; 

The birds are singing in the grove^ 

And ’midst the song from f)owcr to bower 
Will man forget his IVI^er's l8ve ?— 

He who hath fom'd the heftyei^4^ve,-^ 
The earth, ^4 still upholds : 

Will nyin to CU i^ratefoi prd^t^^P^ 

Nor praise Im with ? 

Awake my Iyjfe> 4he settf^ s^ 

In^m^s olgoU baB;4^^e 

A nd ,ii^i^nol|b^ day 
And all its actions knW^^cm high 


u'* 


a HE SACBED LY/tL 


Tlien let my hand thy soft notes 1^-y 
For lieaveii experts the pve^JiI;t'‘soni* 

And may it brinif f}ie heartfelt siph 
For all my sins the 4ehole day long. 

Awake my lyre, let some sweet lay,*' 
fie tun’d th(^8orrowii1^ healt to cheer , 

That heanfin inay shed a Kindly ray 
And diy aioiice the jnourin'i ’s tear. 

J.et grief tho/e hallow’d accents hear 
Wliich echo roand%l,»*hovjih’s thione, 

That blessed place wher^^lhose appear 
Who in our Saviour’s .steps ha>c gone. 

Aivakc my lyre, with notes of joy, 

To sooth the lonely dying bed, 

And mingle with the sick man’s sigh, 

TOfCUst a halo round hJs head. ^ 

And whe^^his silent footsteps tread 

The vale^where death’s dark valley lies, 

May music chqj'r till all is tled-*- 
All but thg glories of the skies. 

WEIR. 

SACIIED rOETR^^ITS SUPERIORITY AND 
c INFlfUENCE* 

How beautiful is genius when combin'd 
"With holiness ! oh ! How divinejy sweet 


, ^ Robest Polios, author of the l‘ Course of Tune/' 
was a youthful poet of great promiso j bii alas ! las career was 
soon cut Sthort^ andte has left a memlnto behind, in that 
))owerfu)%hougb unequil Dlftra which 'flu en^Iin his me- 
mory %n the heart of every true lover/^f eHq^t, and iin- 
pMflfoned'isong. 
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tr)n(\s ^>1' earthly* harp, whose chords are 

vlmrhM • 

By file Mif’t blind of piety, atid hang 
IJjnni religion’s shrine, i4ipre \)brating 
Wifli solei^i mnsie in the ear of God. 

And iniLsl the biy d trom sa(‘.red themes refictin ? 
'rtu'eet Avere the })} mns in patrirv’chal days, 

Tliat, lateeling in the silence of bis tehit, 

Or on some moonlit hill, the shepherd pour’d 
1 nfo his Heavenly Father - Strains survive 
Ki sl chanted to the t^^Vnf Israel, 
iMorc touching tai‘ thanpoet ever breath’d 
Amid the Grecian Isles, or later times 
Have hftrd in Albion, Land of every Lay. 

YVliy therefore arc ye silei^L ye who know 
The trance of adoi'utUm, and behold 
Upon your bended knees the Throne of Heaven, 
And Him who sits thereon ? Believe it not, 

That poetry in former days the nurse, 

Yea, jiarent oft of blissful piety, *■* 
i)bouhl silent k#?ep from service of ile.r God, 

Nor Avith her summons, loud, Ihit silver-tongued, 
Stai’tle the guilty dreamer from liAi sleep, 

Bidding him ga/e with rapture or with dread 
Oil regions where the sky for ever lies 
Bright as the siui himscll’, and trembling still 
With ravishing music, or v^Jiere darkness broods *. 
O'er ghastly shapes, and sounds not to be borne. 


BYRON 

Take cue ex^ple, to ou^ purpose quite : 
A man of rank; and of c^cio\!h soul, 

Who i^(j#s:4badii and fame^heyond* desire, 
An h^iri^f flatted, to titles 
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And reputation, and luxurluiis life ; ’ 

Y\'t, not content with aiicestoriut name, 

Or t») be known bociaifte his fathers were, 

He on this height hereditary stood, 

And gazing higher ]>urjM>sM in his heaj’t 
To tabs anotlier step. Above hipi seem’d 
Alone the mount of Song — the lofty seat 
Of canonize<f bards; and thitherward, 

By nature taught, and inward melody, 

In prime of youth, he bent his eagle eye. 

No cost was spar’d. 

« read ; 

^V^hat sage to hear, he heard ; wlial scenes to see, 
He saw. And first, in rambling sehool-b'ty days, 
Brittania’s mountain- w^jlks, and heath* girt lakes, 
And story-telling glens, and founts, and brooks, 
And maids, as dew-drops pure and fair, his soul 
With gnmdeur filfd, and melody, and lore. 
iTIicri travel came, and took him where he ^vish’d . 
l\e cities saiv, and courts, and princely pomp ; 
And mus'd aldiie on ancient mouiUaiu brows; 

And mus’d on batUe-tields, where valour fought 
In other days ; iwrid mus’d on ruins grey 
With years; and drank from old and fabulous 
wells ; 

And pluc.k’d the vine that first-born prophets 
.• pluck’d^, ‘ 

And mus’d on lamous tombs ; and on the wave 
Of ocean mus’d ; "and wi the desert waste, 

TUe heavens and earth of every country saw : 
Where’^p- the old inspiring genii dwelt, •' 

Ai^ht that could rousg, expand, refine the soul, 
'fhither he went, and meditated t^ere. 

He torch’d his harp^a^d nations leaild'^etianced 
,4 b somo.Viat rivor^f unfailing Boui’ce, 


books he wish d, he 



THE sacred lyre. 


iiapid* cxhaustless* deep, his numbers flow’d, 

And oj^d new i'ountains jn tlic human heart. 
Where Jancy halted, weary in her flight, 

111 other iTKti, his Iresh as morning rose, 

Apd soar’d iiiitnulden (heights, and seem’d at%ome 
IVhere angels hashlul look’d. * Otlj^rs, though 
great, 

IJeneath their argument seem’d struggling whiles j 
He fi'om ahove descending, stoop’d to touch 
The loftiest thoiighl; proudly stoop’d, as tho’ 
It scarce di'serv'd his verse. With nature’s self* 
He seem’d an old aequaintaiice, free to jest 
At will H'ith all her glorious majesty. 

He laid his band upon thei‘ Ocean’s mane,” 

Anri play’d familiar ^v*itli Jiis hoary locks ; 

Stood on the Alps, stood on the Apennines, 

And with tho thunder talk’d, as friend to*friendj 
And wove his garland of the lightning’^wing. 

Jn sjiortivo twist— the lightning’s fie^y wing, 
W’hich, as the hJhtstepa of the drr^dtiii God, 
Marching upon the storm in vengeance seem’d — 
Then turn’d, and with the grasshopper, who sung 
His evening song, beneath his feet, convers’d, 

Suns, moons, and stars, and clouds his sisterswere; 
llocks, mountains, meteors, ^eas, and winds, and 
storms, 

Ilis brothers — younger brothers, ■^hora he seavee 
As equals deem’d. All passions of all men — 

The wild and tame — the gentle and severe; 

All thoiigrits, all maxims, sacred and profane ; 

AH creeds ; all season^ Timef Eternity, 

All that was hotqd, and all that |^as dear; 

All thaL^^ hop’d, all thai^was fear’d by J^i,i 
He tossll as tempest-witli|fr’d loave?^ 

Then, swtifing, looted upon the wreck he mdde. 
With terror now ificyTroze the cow’iiug blood 
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And now dissolv’d the heart in tendfrness 
Yet would not tremble, w^mld not weep hhmclt. 
But back into his soul retir’d, alone, 

Dark, sullen, proud ; ga/:in^ ronieinptif^usly 
On Inerts and passions pro-atrate f.t his feet. 

So Ocean fr<jm tht plains, his wares had late 
To desolation sw4;pt, retir’d in ]iride, 

Exulting in the glory of his might, 

And seem’d to muck the ruin he had wrought. 

As some fierce comet (l€i^«-emeiKloLis size, 

Tb which the stars did reverence, as it pikssM ; 

So he through learning and through fancy took 
Ills flight sublime; and on the loftiest top'’ 

Of Fame’s dread mo uii tain sat: nut soil’dandwoj . , 
As if he from the earth had Kibour’d up; 

But as some bird of heavenly plumrige fair, 

He look’d, which down from higher regions came, 
•^iid perch’i^t there, to sec what lay beneath. 


It was an eva ol Autumn s holiest mood ■ 

The corn fields, bath’d in Cynthia’s silver light. 
Stood ready for the reaper’s gathering hand ; 

And all the winds slept soundly; nature seem'd, 

In silent cdnteipplatiow, to adore 

Its Maker: now and then the aged leaf 

Fell from its fellows, rustling to the ground ; 

And, as it fell, bade man think on his endr 
On vale and lake, on wood and mountair| high, 
With pftisive wiugout^read, sat heavenly thought, 
Cciversing with itself; ^ 

jTHJff MoflHING^’^EDING THE FIN \L 
•’CONSUMMATION OE ALJj, TlftNfe.® 

glory bright, that morn the i im 
pitlil^tisititig the earth with ii^ht, and heal) 
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• 

joy ; and seem’d as full j^f youth, and strong 
To nioiint the steep of h»j|iven, as when the Stars 
Of morning siiiig to his first dawn, and Night 
Fled from Ins face : the spacious sky receiv’d 
Him blushing as h bride, when on her look’i? 

The bridegroom : and spread ou? bent’ntli his eye, 
Earth smil’d. Up to his warm embrace the dews. 
That all night long had wept his absence. Hew : 
Tile, herbs and dowers, their fragrant stores unlock’d 
And gave the wanton ly’«,eze, that , newly woke, 
l^evel’d in sweets, and from its wings shook health*, 
A thousand grateful smells: the joyous woods 
Dried irf his beams their locks, wet Avitli the drops 
<l)f night . and all the 8ons*of music sung 
Their matin song, frolu arbour’d bower, the thrush 
(ioncertiug with the lark that hymn'd on high 
On the green hill the flocks, and in the vale 
The herds, rejoic’d : and, light of heen^, the hind 
Eyed amorously the milk-maid as s^e pass'd, 

Not heedless, though she look’d ^nuthei' way. 


VIEW OF THE BURNING LAKE 

Thus stood the reprobate beneath the shade 
Of terror, and beneath the c^own of love, 

I'he good ; and there was si^nce iit the vault 
(Jf heaven; and as they stood %pd listened, they 
heard, 

Afar to left, among the utter dark, 

Hell rolling o’er his waves of bumiog fire,* 

And thundering through hif caverns, empty tlnyi, 
As if he ]?reparatinn made, to i^t 
The fina^engeance of thf^isry La^b. ^ } 

And tlere was lusard, coming from out tfur’l’it, 
The lilldw wailmg of Eternal*Death, * ’ 

And Korrid cry jf'<lhe I'^iidyiug Worm, poilok., 
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THE VOICE OF MEMORX 

How canst thou move myl'Sx’tl regret. 

Or how allure me to forget, 

Wheulhere is nought in earth, sea, sky. 

Hut hath a Voice ^o Memor^? * 

What speaks*! he sinking orb of day ?— 

Of hope, as quick to pass away * 

What speaks the pale and drooping tlowcr^— « 

Of joy, that withers in an hour ! 

What speaks the balmy br'S&h of eve ?— - 
01. sighs as sweet, that could deceive ! 

What speaks the music of the bird ? — 

Of strains more soft, no longer heard ! 

What speaks still ocean's glasi^y breast ?— 

Of ]»eace as brief, as false a rest * 

What spc^iks each wave that leaves the shbre’— > 
Of days that pass, to come no more ! 
tWiai speaks ^le far-receding sail ?— 

Of faithless fort une’s changing gale,' 

What speaks the pfire and pendent dew ?— 

Of tears as frehhj,as silent too ! 

What speaks the deep’ning gloom of night^<(» 

Of woe, succeeding to delight! ‘ 

What speaks each brightly-twinkling star ? — 

Qf eyes more soft — raofe radiant |!^* ! 

NVliai speaks the blue eStpanse t!)jE|fteavcu ! — 

Of plighted vows Ih sorder jpwsn, 

Recorded there tholi^li herfjb^lven ! 

Thus is there nought in eartk, sea, sky, • 

Hut hatfi a Voice to M^moty 1— 

A* ^ice that will be heard, as now. 

Fill p’er ^is e an^ hrow, 

' lis^'tVC^ine shadow* DC^th shall cast j* , 

\iid this fond hearts has throbb’d its last !< 

ivav, T. ULE. 
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J.ISES VVRfTXEN ON RECEIVING HIS MOTHER' 
PICTURE. 

TirAT tlioso lips hauManguajjc! Life has passM 
With roughly since I heard thee last. 

Those lips are ^line— ^thy own swert smil il see, 
The same, that oft in childliooi solac’d me : 

Voice only fail-?, else liow distinct they say, 

‘‘ Grieve not, my child, chase all thy fears iiway 
7'he meek intelligence of those dear eyes 
(Blest he the art that can immortalize. 

The art that bailies '/ime’s tyrannic claim 
To cjueneh it) here shines on me still the same.’ 
FctiAful remembrancer oLonc so deal*, 

0 welcome guest, thougli unexpected here! 

Who hidd’st me hotiouv with an artless soim, 
Affectionate, a mother lost so long. 

1 will obey, not willingly alone, • 

But gladly, as the precept were Iior own ; 

And, while that face renew'S my filisiT grief, 

Fancy shall wuave a chann for relief, 

Shall steep me in Elysian i*everi(*, 

A momentary <lream, that thon jfrt she. 

My mother ! when I learn ’d that thou wast lieinl, 
Say, wast thou conscious of the tears I shed ? 
HoverM thy spirit o’er thj^orrowing son, 

V- retch even then, life’s joi^rney jflist begun:* 
Perhaps a tear, if souls can weep in hlisa*^' 

Ah that maternal smile! It answers— sYes. 

I heard the bell toll'd on Uiy burial day, 

1 saw tile hearse that bore thee slow anraji, 

And, turning from my nujn’ry window, drew 
A long, toug sigh, and wept a last adieu ! 

Btit wa^t such ? — It wa|— ^Wherc^hou^rt j^one. 
Adiei^4Ei(9fareyrells are a sound nnkiioV^l^ 

A 2 
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May 1 but meet thee on that peaceful sliore, 

The parting; word shall pass my lips ho more : 

Thy maidens, jrriev’d themi^lves at my concern, 
Oi't j^ave me pr»»m)se of thy quick return. 

What ardently I wish'd, 1 hin^f believ’d^ 

And, dib^ippointed still, was Sttill de^^eived. 

Hy cxpectatioT^i ev’ry day heguil’d, 

Dupe of ^o-»iorrov’ even from a child. 

Thus many a sad to-morrow came and went, 

'Till, all my stock of infant sorrow spent, 

I learnM a( last suhinissiori my lot, 

Buis iliougii I less deplor’d thee, ne’er forgot, 
Wh'*ie once we dwelt our name is heard no more. 
Children not thine have trod my nnrs’ry tic ,r ; 
And where the gHrd*iier Kobin, <lay by day, 

Drew me to school along the public way, 

Delighted with my bauble-coach, and wrapp’d 
In sctwlet friantje warm, and velvet eapt, 
now beco^pe a htst’ry little known, . 

That once we call'd the paal’ral house our ownA 
Sbort-liv’d poss('ssi<g)s ! hut the record fair, 

Tliat mein’ry keeps of all tby kindness there. 

Still outlives rminf a storm, that has effac’d 
A thousand other theunes less deeply trac’d. 

Thy nightly visits to my chamber made, 

Thai thou might’st knot^ me safe and warmly laid j 
l^hy morning bounties nra I left my home, 

JThe bif cult, the copfeolicmiiry plum ; 

The fragrant waters on fey cheeks bestow’d 
By’tbyown hand, tlH fresh they shone and plow’d • 
All thls,%nd more endearinotill than all, , ^ 
Tb^constant flow of lo^i tjpR knevir no fall, 
iNe’er roughen’d byJi.hose cj^racts ajaSl breaks, 

{ barhu^ur interpos’d^lsiot often makes ; 

11 4hif sljll legible Jfi mem’ry’s paye, 

^'d still* to be so to my latest age^ 
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Ad(ft joy to duty, makes me glad to pay 
Such hutioufs to thee as m}f numbers may ; 
Berhiij»s a Irail meuuukil, but siiicere, 

Not scori|j|*<l in Heav’ii, though little notic'd here. 

Could Time,^his flight reversM, restore hours 
When, )>laying with thy vestu^'o's tissu’d flow’rs, 
The violet, the pink, and jessamine,^ 

I jn ick’d them into paper with a pin, 

' And thou wast happier than myselt the while, 
Wouhlst softly speak, and stroke iny head, ane 
smile,) ' , 

t Could those few pleasant days again appear, [here 
Mighi^on# wish bring tlieiii, would I wish theil 
1 would not trust my heart — the dear delight 
Seems so to be desir’d, perhaps I might. — 

But no — what here we call our life is such, 


So little to he lov’d, and thou so much,* 

That I should ill requite thee to constrain 
Thy unbound spirit into bonds agalR. 

Thou, as a^nllanthai'k from A>bion’3 coast 
(The storms all weather'd aiiu*the ocean cross’d) 
Shoots into port at some well-luVcn’d isle. 

Whore spices breath, and brighter seasons smile, 
There sits quiescent on the floods, that show 
Her beauteous form reflect'd clear below, 

While airs impregnated \fith indbuse play 
Around her, fanning light her streamers gay ; 

So thou, with sails how swift! hUst reach’d the shore 

Where.,temposta nev^lhent nor billows roar/’^ 


And tl^ lov’d consort on the duna’rous tide 
Of life longfiince has aticl^pr'd hyihy side. 


But mei scaite hoping to attain that rest, ^ 
Always froii^ort Withjield^ lllvvayl disyess’d— 
Me masts drive Aeviou8,*teinpest*luss’d} 


Carth 
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Sails rippM, seams op’niiig witle, and compassT lost 
And day by day some cUirent's thwarting* force 
Sets me more distant from a prosp’rous course. 

Yet O the thought, that thou art safe, arjjd he ' 
That thought is joy, arrive what m;;y to me. 

My boast is not, tha^ I deduce my birth 
From loins enturoriM, and lulers of the earth ; 

Hut higher far my proud pretensions rise — 

The son oi' parents pass’d into the skies. 

And now'', farewell— Time iinrevok’d has run 
llisrwontcd course, yet what I wish’d is done. 

Hy Contemplation’s help, not sought in vmu, 

J seem’d t’ have liv’d my childhood o’etm^aiii , 

To have renew’d the joys Jhat once were mine. 
Without the sin of violating thine ; 

And, while the wings of Fancy still arc free, 

And I cfin view this mimic show of thee, ' 

Time has but half succeeded in his theft— 

■ Tbj'self reinov'^u, thy pow’r to sooth me left. 

COWPEB. 

THE OMMPilESENXE OF THE DEITY. 

‘ Tiiou Uncheate, Ujtseen, and Undefin’ii, 
Source of all life, and ibUnlain of the mind, 
PeJVading SriaiT, Vhome.nu eye can trace, 

Felt through aljttimg, and working in all space, — 
Imaginatiou ^hnol paiat*tbat spot, 

Around, abo^, beneathi where Thou art not ! 

r O'*' 

* Before rfthe glad stags hymn d to new-born 
Or y^ng Credtioii revel’d in its birth, [»Earih, 
Thy Spirit ^ov’t! upoCi thej>regnant deep, . 
Un^ainV the waveless* writers from theiY 
Bwtg ,Tinie.V majestic fvings to be uiY’urrd, 

Darkness drew the breaCbing World ! 
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‘ ErNniatter fwrnid at Thy creative tone, 

Thou wert I-^-Oiniiilic, Eu'ileas, and Alone: 

In. Thine own menoc, .\U that was to be— 
Sublime, i^ilathomable Deity ! 

Thou said’st— and lo ! a universe was born, 

And liijht Hfisli’d frthn Thee, for its birlh-day 
morn !' 

V world uiishrouded all its beauty now ! 

‘ll»e youthful mountain rear’d its haughty brow, 
h’Jowers, fruits, and trees felt instantaneous life, 
%Viul Ocean chaf’d bis billows into strife ! * 

And n%vt, triumphant o’er the green-clad earth, 
I'lie universal sun burst into birth. 

And dash’d from olf his ^titude sublime, 

The tirst dread ray that mark’d commencing time. 
Last rose the moon— and then th’ array, of stai*s 
AVlieel’d round the heavens upon their burning 
cars ! 

Bht all was*silciit as a worli^ of (lead, 

Till the great Deep her living si^rms outspread ! 
Forth froim her teeming bosom, sudden came 
Immingled monsters — mighty, witiiout name ; 
Then plumy tribes, wing’d^iuto being there, 

And {imy’d their gleamy Unions ^oii the air,— «' 
Till thick as dews upon a twilight given, 

40arth's living creatui’es rose up^n the scene ! 

And jjow the gorgeous universe was rife, 

Full, frciili, and glowing with created lifel 
And wljen th’ Eternal, frtiha his starry heigh^^ 
Beheld the young world baskigg in his light. 

And l>i^tl#ug incense ofaleop gratitude,— 
lie h'es^'d it, fqi' his mercy uy/ide it good ! 
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Creation’s master-piece ! a breath of Goti, 

Ray of His glory, quicjcen’d at His nod, 

ImuiurtuL Man came next^'— divinely grand. 
Glorious and perfect from liis Maker’s l^^nd ; 

Last, softly beautiful as Music’s close, 

Angelic woman into being r6.se ! 

And thus, thou wert, and art the fountain soul, 
And countless worlds around thee live and roll ; 

In suu and shade, in ocean and in air, 

Different, though never lessen’d — everywhere ' 

All life and motion from tliy source begun, 

Frdm worlds to atoms, angels dow n to man ' 

MONTcfMIKY 

PRAISE. 

Fain Vould my longing s(ml begin 
Some ceaseless hymn toflA 
Whose mercy has redeem’d from sin, 

With iu/les| price than blood ; 

Fain would I p’^aisc my Saviour here, 

In grateful sfrains with heart sincere. 

Rut how shall finite beings raise, 

With hearts to fidly prone, 

That pleasing and accepted praise. 

Which thou wiirdeign to own. 

What angels t^n but faintly shew, 

Shall fallen man attempt to do. 

We*cannot praise thy holy name, 

Unless thy gractf inspite ; 

Assist us by th^t hcav’nly dame, 

IrfTjkart tlte saweti^re ; 

AiHl 0 ^ our hui^ble altars raiijjp, 

A oeftseless sacrifice of pra' f 
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4'he siglflngs of a contrite heart, 

* Thou Goil \vilt not despise. 

Nor cven*bi(l a soul dejArt 
IJnblest, whose iijirais’d eyes 
l or m»rcy sues; but *inid his grid, 

Will send Spirit with relief. 

And wilt thou from th’ unceasing strain 
Of pure and unmix’d praise; 
ily an^jel choirs, on yon bright plain, 

Pour’d forth in sweetest lays, 
rurn thy regard, and bend thine ear, 

'^i’lu! sinner’s bursting grief to hear ? 

(’heer'd by the hope — through future days 
'I’he love of God I’tt sing, 

And laud in hiitftble grateful praise, 

I’he name of Israel’s King ; 

I n life and death my heart I raise, 

In ceaseless and accepted praise.,.^ 

f. YU I *N<. 


LINES ON THE DEATH OF MlH RICHARDS 

Holy the place^ whose kindly soil 
Yields for the flesh sweet rejM^se ; 
Where rests the pilgsim fr^ from toil 
Where the rich spirysfragranee blows 
Calm be his sle^p, nihose life 
Was given to pain and God ; 

Who pass*d the vale of strife. 
Which his great Master trode 
Miho laid mortality'^ dim robe, 
Covering of ilb and sorrows, ^by; 

'jo ttike the fadel^* vasturo, wove' 

Ifir handij^of cherubim <yi high! 



1 ). 


THE SACRED L\ KE 


Who bade lo lime, adieif, 

M^hon its brief race* wAs run : 
Who haiFd, with stedfSst view, 
Eternity bei^iii. 

Sleep, true disciple ! for thy iyV, 

'fhe rest of piety shall be, 

Soft as his dreams, Wlio on the breast 
Of Jl’sus lean’d once peacefully. 
Haste Ceylonese ! and bring 
Your tribute ro the dead ; 

Your choicest chaplets fling 
Upon the Martyr’s bed ' 


THE HAPPY DEBTOR. 

! Ten thousand talents ohee I ow’d, 

And nothing had to pay ! 

Biif Jesus freed me from the load, 
And^wash’d iny debt away. 

Yet sincfflfthe Lord forgave nij; siil, 

And blottiM out 1113’ score. 

Much mor^ indebted I have been 
Than e’er I was before. 

M3' guilt is canc^rd quite, T know. 

And .satij^fai’tioy made ; 

But the vast debtuof love I owe 
Can nevetfebe repaid. 

The love I owe for sin forgiven, 
ftfor jiower to believe, 

For present peac^ and promis’d heaven. 
No angel can conceive* * 

'Qoit love 6f thfbej-‘^1ioii sinner’s 'Fri nd ! 
yi^tness tbjc bleeding hear^ ' 
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rJfy little all can ne'er extend 
lo paj* a thousarj^dth*part. 

Nay tjoi'pj the poor returns I make 
I first Irom thee obtain 
And ’tis ol'*(^ra«e,*that thou wilt take 
Such poor leturns again. 

’ J'is well — it shall my glory he 
(Let who will, boast their store), 

In tiine and to eternity, 

1 0 owe the more and more. 

KEWlOis. 


THE MAPPV MAN. 

Ill* is the happy man, whose life e’en nojv* 

Shows somewhat of that happier life to Come ; 
Who, doom’d to an obscure but transjiiil state, 

Is pleas'd wdth it, and, were he fre'Ato choose. 
Would make lus fate his choicej^ whom peace the 
Of virtue, and whom virtue, fnij^ of faith, [fruit 
Prenare for happinei^ ; hespeak him one 
Coiitent indeed to sojourn w'hile ho must 
llelow the skies, but having,^^icrc his home, 

The wmrld o’erlooks him its her Li^isy search 
Of objects, more illu8tri<iu&^in her view; 

And occupied as cai'iiestly shs^ 

Though more sublimely, he o’erlooks the world. 
She scovis his pleasures, for she knows thjim not ; 
He seeks not hers, for he has prov’d them vain, 

He cannpt skim the groun(f like summer birds • • 
Pursuing gilded flies; and sue*! he (^ems^ 

Her hey^DuA, her emo]uiSi%ntli, her joys. 


1 Chron. nxXx. U. 
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Therefore, iu rontemplation is IiIts bhss, 

Whose pow’r is suchy^that whom siie lifts from 
earth 

She makes familiar with a heaven iiiisef^o, 

And sjiows him *> lories yet to he reveal’d. 

C(>V> I'l’ u , 

THE PERFECTIONS AND PROVIDENCE OF GOD. 

Let us, with a joyful mind, 

Praise the Lord, for he is kind ; 

For his mercies shall endure, 

Lver faithful, ever sure. 

Let us sound his name abroad. 

For of gods he is the Got] : 

Who by wisdom did create 

The heavens high, and all their stale , 

Did the ^olid earth ordain 
How to rise above the main ; 

Who, by his cqmmanding right,* 

FiU*d the noY'-i^^tde world with light 

Caus’d the golden tressed sun, 

All the day his course to run ; 

And the moon to vhine by night, 

’Mid her spangled sisters bright. 

All his creatures God doth feed, 

His full hand supplies their need ; 

Let us therefore warble forth 
Hl^f high majesty and worth. 

• 

'He his mansion hath on high, 

’Bov^ thetreaclf of mprtal eye ; 

A^d his mercies shtSl endure 
Bvertledthfld, e^er sure. 


WILSON 
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rHE IMMUTABII^XY OF OOD. 

(jueat God, liow I’right thy glories shine, 
In allSthy attribules diviiu*, 

Securs imniytabie ; 

Unchangeable in all thy witiys. 

The object ol' eternal praise 

In heaven — and I'ear in hell. 

Kevolving years confirm* thy pow'r, 

And time receding ev'ry hour, 

Declares thy promise sure. 

L>auty, and wealth, and power decay, 
Like empty visions gass away— 

Thou only* dost endure. 

I'hy word, thy record, speaks of thf e 
As from and to eternity 

UnallTably the same; • 

The firsf»great cause of all— rad last, 

As does the present so th»*past, 

Thy endless year's protiiaim, 

'rhe seasons in succesion roll, 

While order reigns tlnaougbout the whole 
In pleasing harmony. • 

The laws thyself hatl! fix’d must stand, 
Until revers’d by th}j corrAnand; 

And nature’s self shall die. 

Slimmer and winter, day and night 
Segd time and (O regaling sight !) 

Harvest with goldey trai^^ 
l^tisi^d by thy ap^(diit%d will 
al^l coin& and as their ^urse tba^ mlf 
Thy lhangeless pow’r maintain. 
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The heavenly bodies moving roi^nd, 
Proclaim a So v’rlign, cause ^irofound, 

And wisdom without sjiace ; 

Here order loudly speaks the skill • 

CM' him, whose wise uu/'hanghig will, 
Assigns to each its place. 

All — all in heav’ii, in earth, in air, 
Contirm at on<x*, while they declare 
Th’ eternal truth abroad, 

That He who made them all is lie, 

Who was, who is, who still must be, 
Unchangeable and God. 

Here then we take «ur stand— and here, 
Uprais’d beyond corroding fear. 

Our anchor hope retain ; 

Natute may heave her last ileep groan, 

13iit ’mid her drear expiring moan, 

The promises remain. 

Stamp’d with inviolable truth, 
lo hoary agf,from lisping youth, 

On these uiimov’d ive cast 
Our souls. The word that’s giv’n 
Shall lead — or bear direct to heaven, 

And land theih safe at last. j. voui 

THE GRAVES OF A HOUSEHOLD. 

Th^ grew in beauty, side by side, 

A’hey fill’d onfe home with glee — 
Their graves are sever’d far and wide, 

©y nloynt, un^J^tream, ami s(a ! 

The Mme fend Mother bent at night . 
t sleeping brow, 
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^hc had eac}^ folded flower in sight — 
Wlyere are those dreamers now? 

. One, ’midst the fortsts of the west 

J jy a dark stream, is laid ; 
ndian knows his jdaee of rest, 

Far in the cAlar shade. 

» » 

The sea, the blue lone sea, hath one, 

He lies where pi'arls lie deep ; 

He was the lov’d of all, yet none 
O'er his low bed may weep. 

One sleeps where southern vines are dress’d 
• Above the noble slain, 
lie wrapt his eoloms round his breast, 

On a bloodj^red Jeld of Spain. 

And one — o’er her the myrtle showers 
Its leaves, by soft winds fann’tf, 

She faded 'midst Italian flowers. 

The lust of that bright bund’ 

And parted thus, they rest Vho play’d 
Beneath the same greei/tree, 

Whose voiees mingled as they pray’d 
Around one parent knee ! 

« 

They that with smile8j»lit up^the hall, 

And eheer’d witl.»song the hearth— 
Alas for love, if thou wert ril, 

And nought beyond, on earth ! 

Mas. HEMANS. 


ODE ON DISAPPOINTMENT. 

CoAj!, bisappointmenT, cornel 
>3Dt in tbj^ terrors clad • 
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Come in tliy meekest, saddest (fulse , 

Thy chabtening |^otl but teiiifies 
The re‘«tless and the had. 

13 lit 1 let line 
DtMieath thy shrnie, 

And found my biow resign’d thy*pcacetul t}pl^s^ 
twiw • 

Tho* Fancy (lies away 
Before thy hollow tiead. 

Yet Meditation, in hei eel). 

Hears with faint e\e, the lin^’iing knell, 

That tells bei hopes ai e dead , 

And thu' the tiMi 
By < ham e ai»peai% 

Yet she can smile, and saj, My all was not lanl 
here 

Come, Disappointment, come' 

Tho’ fioin Hope’s buminit hurl’d, 

Still, r4id Nuise, thou ait foigi^eii, 

For thou* seveie wert sent lio i hoaren. 

To wean ihf fiom the woild 
To 1*11 n my eye 
From vanity, 

And point to scenes of bliss tliat never, never dn 

What is this passing scene ? 

A peevisn ApnT day ! 

A little suiH-a little rain, 

And then night sueeps along the plain, 

And all things fade away. 

Man (soon dibeuss’d) 

Yields up^bis trust, 

And all bis bi^pes ^d fears lie with him in the dust. 

^ irbatlfi Beauty^s jiower ? 

' If AwUNI and dies. 
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^Vill the (old cartk'hs silence break, 

To tell hovT soft, how smooth a cheek 
Ileueat)i its suiffi<*e Ilf's.-* 

Mute, mute is all 
•O’er llfduty’s lall, 

I lor pidise rchouads iio,more when mantled ‘a her 
palL ) 

The most bolov’d on earth 

loijy siiisives to-day; 

So miisir jia**! is obsolete. 

And jet ’twas sweet, Twas passing sweet, 
liut now ’tis none awaj'. 

'I’ll us does the shade 
In memory lade, 

AV hen in forsaken toii^b the form belov’d is laid. 

Then since this world is vain, 

And \olntile and fleet, 

Why should 1 laj up earthly joys 
Where lust eorrupts, where moth destroys. 
And cai^s and sorrows c'd ? 

W hy fly liom ill 
With anxious skill, 

\V hen soon this hand will freeze^ this throbbing 
heart be still ^ 

Come, Disappointmentf roine>' 

Thou art not stern to me; 

Sad Mon i tress ’ I owe thy sWay, 

A votary sad in eaily day, 

1 4end my knee to thee. 

From sun to su^^ 

My race will run, 

I oRjy bow, gpd say, My f|odi 3by will be>4ane ! 

y»iTE. 
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IIow welcome tjlie saint«>, when press’d 
With six days' iiois<‘, juul care and toil, 

Is the retornirii' day orrest, 

Which hides them from the world awhile ' 

\ 

Now troin the throng withdrawn away, 

They seem to hi eat he a diff’rent air , 

Compos’d and soften’d hv the day, 

All things another aspect wear. 

IIow happy if their lot is cast 
W^here statedly the gospel sounds 
The word is hone) to theii taste, 

Uentwvs their strength, and heals their tvonnds ' 

Though pinch’d with jioverty at home, 

With shaip atllhtiuns dail) led. 

It makes amends, if they can come 
To (Jod’b ow’ii house for heas nly bread ! 

With joy they hasten to the place 
Where tiiey tlieir S.iviour oft ha\e met ; 

And while t^ey hsust upon his grace, 

Their buideris and their griefs forget 

This favour’d lot, my friends, is ours ; 

May we the privil ge improve, 

And find tlic+e consecrated hours 
Sweet earnest of tlie joys above. 

We thank thee for thy day, O Lord ! 

Here we thy promis’d presence seek ; 

Open thine hand, with blessings stor'd, 

And give us mannti for the week. 


XEWTO.N. 
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HYMN* roll THE SEASONS, 

SPRING? 

How smiling wakes t/ie verdant year 
Arruf M in velvet ^rceii ! 

How glad th^ cirri ijig fields appear. 

That bound the blooming aijene! • 

Forth walks from hoav’n the beaming Sprj 
Calm as the dew she sheds ^ 

And o’er the VV’iiifer’s inutt’ring king 
Her veil of l oses spreads. 

The sky serene, the waking flowers, 

'I’ll* river’s loosen’d wave, 
llepay the kind and tepi/l hours 
With all the chafms they gave. 

And hark ! From yon melodious grove. 
The feather'd warblers break ; 

And into notes of joy and love 

The solitude awake ! 

• 

And shall the first belov’d of ficaven 
^Miite listen as they sing; ^ 
ffiiall mail, to whom the lyre is giv’n 

Not wake one grateful string? 

• 

O let me join th’ aspiring«Iay, 

That gives iny Makei' /H*aise; 

«doiii, but in louder notes ^lian they, 

'Fhan all their pleasures rais^j 

From llormy Winter hoar and chill 
Warm scenes of peace niise; 

For eve^ thus from seeming D1 
Heav’n i^cry good sufylie^.* 

For seeJ^Tis imldness,^ beauty ,*all 
Around the'llu^biiig whole ; 

B 
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And nature’s verdant cliarmsVerUli 
The milduess of ftie ^ouJ. * 

O thoii, from whose all -gracious eye 
The sun of splendour beams ^ 

Whose glories e.v’ry ray supply' 

That gTIds the trembling streams , 

O’er nature’s green and teeming fields 
iJid dow’ry graces rise, 

And ev’ry sweet, cnMition yields, 

' Salute the morning skies. 

Whore yonder moves the plough of toil 
Along the stubborn land, 

0 kindly lift the yielding sod, 

And soothe the lab’ring hand. 

Thcniro hid gay fruitfulness around 
Her blooming reign extend ; 

And where (iiy richest gifts are found, 
Tell wh€ the heav’nly friendi 

As with hor^mih'S, life’s weary vale 
Is gentler trod below; 

With thine, the closing home we hail, 
That shuts us iji from woe ! 

Till that cel^tial l|bme is ours, 

Let us its Lord implore, 

Content may cheei5*our pilgrim hours, 
And guide us to the door. 

%UMMEa. 

&umi/ie^ b^e?ins along th^ sky, 
^And points the growing year; 

Wherever we 6irn the raptumd eye,/ 

^ Her splendid tints appear! 
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ilnMi when so*fit to lift the song 
To gratitude and Jieav’n, 

CJ'o whom her purple charms belong, 

I'roitJ whom those charms are giv'n ! 

riii'e, Ihee, i^linigHty King of kings, 

Alan worships not alone ; 

Ka<h budding flow’r its incense brings, 
And wafts it to thy throne. 

J'he fields with verdant mantle gay, 

The grove’s sequester’d w'alks, 

All, all around, thy praise display, 

Ahd dumb creation talks. 

When Alorn, with rosy fingers fair, 

Her golden journey takes; 

When fresh’niiig Zephyrs fan the aii',» 

And animation wakes ; 

-Man starts from emhlematic dekth| 

And bends the grateful kn^e * 

To welcome with traiisported.breath 
New light, and life, and thee! 

^Vhen Noon averts his radiant faee, 

And shuts his piercing*eye ; 

And Eve, with modest Airasu»d pace, 
Steps up the western ^y, 

lUpos’d beneulli Ihy guaVdlan wiiu)s 
The pious mortal rests; 

Nor Hnows one watchful care that springs 
Within unholy breasts? 

What then, if pealing ^undHrs roi) 

If J^htnings flash aiaf* ! * * 

llndai^ted l^ears his sainted!*soul 
The elemental^ war. 
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’Tis liut to him a parent’s voice, 

That blesses while it 'blames ; 

That bids unburden’d air rejoice, 

, And life and health proclaims. 

Nijjht’s deepest gloom is but a calm, 

That sooths trie wearied mind ; 

The labour’d day’s restoring l>alm, 

The comfort of mankind. 

O thus may heav’n and holy peace 
Smooth soft the rocks of age ; 

Till thou shall bid existence cease, 

And tear its blotted page : 

Till storms no more or teippests rage, 

And death’s dark vale I see; 

That ’lale, which, through the shadowy gra^*'. 
13ut leads to heav’n and thee ! 

AUTUMN. 

FAia Autumiai spreads her fields of gold, 

And waves her amber wand ; 

See earth its yellow charms unfold 
Beneath her magic hand ! 

Unrivall’d befiuty d^cks our vales, 

Bright fruitfulnoss our plains ; 

Gay health wfth cbuerfulness prevails, 

And smiling glory reigns. 

To thee, great lib'ral source of all, 

We strilfe our emhly lyre ; 

TUl^ate rising soul sWl call, 

^nd angds foftn 'ifie choir. ^ 

The«:Bplendour enchants i^ur eyes>' 
•Reminds us of thy fame ^ 
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'iHe bles^nga that from earth arise 
Thy gen'rous hand prJolaim. 

The plenty round our meadows seen 
Is eiriblcm of thy love ; 

And harmony, that, hinds the scene, 

The peace that reigns abo%e. 

lleneath the sickle, smiling round, 

And in destruction iair, 

'I’he golden harvest strews the ground, 
And shuts the labour’d year. 

Man drops into refreshing rest, 

AJtd smooths his wearied brow; 

With rural peace the brands are blest, 
And nature smiles below ! 

C) let thy hand, parental King, 

13e open to our prayTs ! 

Unlock sweet plenty’s lib’ral spring, 
And shov^’r untainted airs. 

And send me thro’ life’s noi8tjJl|ss way. 
With innocence my guide : 

Let no temptations bid me stray, 

And leave her angel sidjj ! 

C) let the bird of tuneful treatls, 

The beast that frisks bh eai*th,- 
• The fish that sports the w&ve%eneath, 
Enjoy theij* short-liv’d mirth ! 

Let n9 rude instrument of fate 
Arrest the fiutt’ring wJtig j 
hoi^s re-echo at my gatcj, 

'Tliat siifiles and &lau|^tei' bring ; 

No qu^’riug^line, with tortdr’d snare* 
T.n agonizinf frau^ 
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Explore the streams, that so' fair, 

To tempt the waf ry Jord ! 

That mercy which to man is giv’n, 

^ So sweet with dewy eyes, 

O let it seek its native heav’n, 

When gentle 'pity dies ! 

WlKTER. 

Hark ! *twas dark Winter’s sullen voice, 
. That told the glooms that reign’d; 

'I'hat had the plains no more rejoice, 

And all the waves he chain’d; 

And see green Autumn dies away ; 

The pallid sire is come ! 

The plains his shiv’ring rules obey, 

And ev’ry wave is dumb ! 

^Yet still wjth cheerful heart I pare 
The whiten ’ft vale below : ^ 

And smile at ,Ay’ry printed trace 
1 leave upon the snow'. 

Thus (soft I whisper to my breast,) 

Man treads life’e w^ary waste ; 

Each step that leud^ to better rest 
Forgot as soon past! 

• 

For what is life ana all its bliss 
tTie splendour of a fly ; 

The breathing of a morning’s kiss ; 

A Summer’s flifthiiig sky. 

DisnantlCd lic9^he^ady fly; 

^orn drmips gt evening's frown; 

^Summer, ^lo’ so gay hej^ye, 

diOTempestuous terrors crown ! 
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Vts, Lord ) bat shoots no gladd’iiing day 
Thro’ this nocturnal .tcne? 

Decks not one gem cf lively ray 
Griefs darksome wave unseen ? 

How sweet Jhe evergreen beguiles 
The gloom of yonder sno’v ! • 

Thus virtue cheers, with endless smiles, 

Life’s wint’ry waste of woe. 

H(»wl then, ye storms; ye tempests, beat 
Hound this unshrinking head ! 

I Know a sweet, a soft retreat 
virtue’s peaceful shed! 

Drive down, ye hails) pour, snows and winda 
Pale terror where I stray ! 

My foot a path, yet verdant, finds 
Where virtue smooths the way ! 

0 Thou, by whose all-gracious hand 
The ch(^’ub mercy stands, » 

Smiling at each divine conltnand, 

With fondness o’er the la\^hls ; 

O let me ne’er with marble eye 
Pale shiv’ring w>iit reject, 

Where mourns the loi^, tbel deep-drawn sigh,« 
The anguish of nrgl^w]^ 

While lordly pride amj cushion’d ease 
Petition’s tear despise ; 

O l^t this hand the mourner raise, 

And wipe her streaij^iDg eyes ! 

When death shall call me to my Lord, 

To b§w beneath Ifii thi'one^ * 

Hl^praise be the divine reward, 

'Hiat claM'ity has won. 
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There, where no wint’ry' storms affright, 

No tempests shalai the pole ; < 

No gloomy shades of di6iuy night 
Appal the waking soul ; 

Tiu'’c, let me ever hymnj adorn, 

And love, th’^immortal King; 

Love, while dread Winter breaks no more 
Th’ eternity of Spring ! 

HUNT. 


COMFORT IN affliction. 

Oh ! thou who dry’stthe mourner’s teru’. 
How dark this world would be, 

If. M'hcii deceiv’d and wounded here, 

Wo gould not fly to thee ! 

The friends who in our sunshine live, 

W’hen winter comes, are flown ; 

|And he wh«^ has hut tears to givf, 

Must weep tllose tears alone; 

But thou wilt^feal that broken heart. 
Which, like the plants that throw 
Their fragrance from the wounded part, 
Breathes sw^etnoas o'ht of wt)e. 

When joy no lSn^,!Wothes or cheers. 

And ev’n‘th^hope that threw 
A moment’s sparkle S’er our 
B^dimm'd and vanish’d tooW 
Oh who would bear life’s stormy doom, 

^ Did not thy winjf of love 
Come brightly vi^fting throu|[b the gloom, 
Ont Peace. branch dfom above? ' 

Theft sorrow, toil’d by thee, grows br1]jfht 
With more than rapture’s rt^; 
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A s (iarknes^ shows us worlds of light 
We never jsaw by day. 


Oil! HAD I WINGS LIKE YONDER BIRD.. 

Dh ' had I wings likS yonder bird, 

That soars above its downy nest, 

I’d fly away, unseen, unheard, 

Where I might be for aye at rest. 


I ^vould not seek those fragrant bowers, 
Wliich bloom beneath a cloudless sky, 
*Nor could I rest amidst the flow’rs, 

'I'hat deck the gi’oves of Araby. 

I’d fly — but not to |cenes below, 

Though ripe with every promis’d bliss. 
For what’s the world? a garnish’d show— 
A decorated wilderness. , 


Oh ! I would fly and be at 

Far, far beyond each glitterfjg si^hen 
That hangs upon the azure breast, 

Of all we know of heav’n here. 

And there I’d rest amidst imiiys, 


Angelic lips alone can teK^filii^j 
Wheie bloom the bowers najidise— 
Where songs in sweetest*trXsperts swell, 


I|Wt. 

ricife c: 


Whosf gloriole circle gilds the sky; 
Where sits Jehovah, who alone, 

Can t^ipe the mourner ’sleeping eye. 
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DESTRUCTION OF THE <ASSY/iIANS<'' 

The Assyrian come <!Pow 9 like the \Volf on the fold 
And his cohorts were gl'lbaining in purple and gold; 
And the sheen of their spears were t'ke stars on 
*’'»the sea, i 

When the^hlue ^yave rolls nightly on deep Gallilee. 

Like the leaves of the forest when summer is green, 
That host with their banners at sunset were seen ; 
Xiike the leaves of the forest when autum hath blown 
That host on the morrow lay wither’d and strown. 

For the Angel of death spread his v/ings on the 
blast, ^ t 

And breath’d on the face of the foe as he pass’d, 
And the eyes of the sleeper^ wax’d deadly and chill, 
And their hearts but once heav’d, and for ever gn‘w 
still. 

And ther^lay ^ steed with his nostril all wide 
But through i^pere roll’d not the breath of hh 
pride ; «, 

And the foam^af his gasping lay white on the turt. 
And cold as the spray of the rock-beating surf. 

And there lay1 i| i^fidey distorted and pale. 

With the dew^Mte brow and the rust on his mail; 
And the tents^W^^e^ll silent, the banners alone, 
The lances Vnliftedf the trumpet unblown. 

V ® o ' 

. AVd the widows of Ashur ariJoad in their waih 
Am^ the idols are broke in thRemple/)f Baal; 
And the might of the Gentile,un8moteby the sword, 
* Hath melted like sl^ow in the glance the Lord. 

BVllON. 
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,H:RUS'LEiJ ! JEtlUS’LEM, THE SPOILER liAS . 
^ TROD.' 

jFiiys’LESi! Jerus’lcm, the spoiler has trod, 

On the hill' of thy Zion the mount of thy God ; 
And the tow’rs ftf thy^ity which brilliantly -in^ne, 
Are moulder'd to dust and thy^iempl^is gone. 

But where arc thy people, the once happy race, 
'I'hc Israel of God and the pride of their place ? 

Go ask at their prophets and hear what they say, 
Vor the wrath of Jehovali has forc’d them awaj'. 

They are driven afar 'mong tlie lands of the earih, 
Their Aame is a scorn and the place of their birth ; 
And no more near their Zion its praises they sing, 
Fur their land is the* seat of an infidel king. 

Rut yet, oh ! Jerus’letn, thy tow’rs shalj again, 
Look proud on thy Zion, and smile o'er the plain ; 
And thy people shall come where tlie spoiler has 
trod, 

Their city to build, and give jtPuise to their God. 

WEIR. 


THE POVfER^4^F HOD. 

Tiiolt art, O God, the light 

Of all this wondrous w^ 1 J>e see : 
Its glow by^y, its smSle by night, 

Aye but nHections caught from thee]^ 
Where’er we turn, thy glories shine, 
Ahd^all things ^ir andtbright are thine. 

When djy with. farewell b^in (|j5lays,^ 
^inung the op*ning*clotids even 
AndJ^we can almost think «we gaze ' 
Through golden vistas into heaven, 
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Those hues that marks the sUIui’s Secline,'^ 

So soft, so radiant}' Lord, are thihe. 

i' 

When night, with wings of stormy gloom, 
^3’ershadows all the earth and skVes 
Wke some dark beauteors bird, whose plume 
Is sparkling ‘.vith a thousand eyes, 

Tliat sacred gloom, those fires divine, 

So grand, so countless. Lord, are thine. 

When youthful s^frlng around us breathes, 

Thy Spirit warms her fragrant sigh, 

^Vnd every flow’r the summer wreathes, 

Is born beneath that kindling eye; i 
M'here’er we turn, ^hy glories shine, 

And all things fair and bpght are thine. 

MOORf . 


A SUMMER EVENING 

How fine has the day been, how, bright was the sun, 
How lovely and >iyful the course that he nin, 
Though he rose^i a mist when his race he begun 
And there followed some droppings of rain ! 

But now the fair Traveller’s come to the west, 
His rays all are his beauties are best; 

He paints the sk^^y^as he sinks to his rest, 

And foreteUs .^Wpi'Iiyiht rising again. 

.Tus^^such is the diiristbn : his Qpurse he begins ' 
JJkelyie sun in a mist, when he alburns for his sins 
And melts into tears; then he breaks out dhd shines 
And travels his hegvenly way. 

Sht, when he comes nearer to finish his ’i'ace, 

Like a l^ne s4^tin^|Ln^,^e looks rich%^ in grace> 
And gi v^s a sure hope at the end of his d^s 
^ Of rising in bri|hter array! 


WATTS. 
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(yp MARK’S MORTALITY. 

I..IKE as tile damask (]^se you see, 

Or like the blossom on the tree, 

Or like the dainty flower of May, 

Or like the morniijig to the day, 

Or like the sun, or like the^^hadem, 

Or like the gourd which Jonas had. 

E’en such as man ; — whose thread is spun. 
Drawn out, and cut, and so is done.— - 
The rose withers, the blossom blasteth, 

The dower fades, the morning hasteth. 

The sun sets, the shadow flies, 

Tht*gourd consumes, — and man he dies ! 
Jjike to the grass that's»newly sprung, 

Or like a talc thatj’s new begun. 

Or- like the bird that’s here to-day, 

Or like the pearled dew of May, 

Or like an hour, or like a 
Or like the singing of a swan, 

E’en such ^s man; — who liv^s bjr breath, 

Is here, now there, in life ai^d death.— 

The grass withei*s, the tale is^eiided. 

The bird is flown, the dew's ascended, 

The hour is short, tlri sum not long, 

The swan’s near death, -^-^Hji’s life is done I 

WASTE y., 

jA HYIi&TO CONTENTMENT. 

Lovely, lasting, peace o£ mind ! 

Swee6 delight of human kind ! 

Heav’nl^ born, and Ij^^d hij^i#, 

To ^r^own the fav’rites of the sky 
Withamore ifif happiness belbw 
Than victors in a triumph know ; 
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Whither, O whither, art ‘chon ‘lieJ, 

To lay thy me4*c contented head ! 

What happy regioh dost thou please 
To make the seat of calms and ^ 3 .se ? 

Ambition searches- all its sphere 
Of {Wrap firfd state, to meet thee there. 
Increasing avarice would lind 
Thy presence in its gold eiishrinM. 

The bold advent’ier ploughs his way 
Thro* rocks amidst the foaming sea, 

To gain thy love ! and then perceives 
Thou wert not in the rocks and wave'.. 
The silent heart which grief assails, 
Treads soft and \oiiesome o’er the vales, 
Sees daises open, rivei% run, 

A^nd seeks (as I have vainly done) ^ 
Amusing thought; but learns to know 
Thatesoli tilde’s the nurse of woe. 

No re^ happiness is found ^ 

III trailiiig*prirplc o’er the ground , 

Or in a sjwil exalted high, 

To range the circuit of the sky; 
Converse with stars above, and kuoAv 
Alt naluiy^^jpi(*ls fhrms below ; 

The rest in seeking dies 

And di^i'Jirawrtost for knowledge rise. 

Lovely, %8tirtig peace, appear! 

'fhis world itself, if thou art here, 

Is once again with Eden Mess’d, ** 

And man contcins it in his breast. 

’T\^s as under shade 1 stood, 

J sung my vi^sh^^ to the wool, 

^\id, lost iih thought, no more pe|!^iv’d 
The branches whisper as rtiey wav’d. 
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1 1 seem’c^ as lUl tlie quiet plare 
Coiifess’dutlie pTcseiice r|’ the grace, 

When thus she spokhi — Go, rule thy will, 
Did thy wild passions all be still ; 

Know God — and bring thy heart to know 
'J'he joys wliioh frjm religion flow: 

'I'hen every giace shall pro'ie its gtest. 

And I’ll be there to crown the rest. 

Oh ! by yonder moss}* sear, 

In my hours of sweet retreat ; 
iVIight I thus my soul employ, 

Willi sense of gratitude and joy ; 

K^ls’d, as ancient prc'phets w ere, 

In heavenly vision, praise and prayV j 
Pleasing all men^ hurting none, 

Pleas'd and bless’d w'ith God alone; 

Then, while the gardens take my sijjht, 
With all the colours of delight; 

While silver waters glide along, ^ 

To please’my ear, and coujjl mj' song ; 

I’ll lift my voice, and tune my string. 

And Thee, great Source of rkitvrey sing. 

The sun that wajlts his aijy w’ay, 

To light the w’orld ainffi^the day; 

The moon that shines \A]®)orrow*d light ; 
The stars that gild th? ^offiw night ; 

The seas that roll unnumblr’d waves ; 

The wood that spreads its shady leav^*^ 

The field whose ears conceal the gi'ain, 

The yellow treasure of the plain ; 

Alf of these, and all I see, 

ShouldPhe sung, arifl^uy^by lAe: « 
speak their Maker as Aey can, » 

But wanUand ask the tofteue of IVfan. 
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Go, search among youiiidlei&reains^ 

Your busy or y(»u vain extreiVtCs ; 

And find a life of (^ual bliss, 

Or own the next begun to this. 

PAKNH 1,. 


HYMN. 

Goil iht cverlastinff light of his People*. 

Ye golden lamps of heaven, farewell ! 

With all your feeble light ; 

Farewell, thou evei-changingf moorj, 

Pale empress of the night. 

And thou, refulgent* orb of day ! 

In brighter flames arrdy'd, 

My soul, which springs beyond thy sphere. 
No more demands thine aid. 

Ye starsj^are but the shining dust 
Of my divine abode, • 

The pavement of those heav’nly courts, 
Where 1 sCSU , reign with God. 

The Father of eternal light 
Shall there liifb^ams display, 

Nor shall oneY^iMint’s darkness mix 
With day. 

^0 more the dVops of piercing grief 
^hall swell into mine eyes ; 

Nor the meridian sun decline 
Amidst those brighter skies. 


* “ The sun shaft norffore^ro down, neither shall^hemoon 
ithdrlw iteclf; for thedLORD shall be thine ever^sling light, 
id the days of thy mourning shall be ended." Imiah.m. 



THE sacr:^d lyre. 


11 


There all the^ilUlins of his saints 
Shit]] in oneasong unite ; 

And each the bliss of all’tiiall share 
With infijiite delight. 

F. DonnarnGKj 

A CONTEMPLATION ON jJlGUT. 

WiiETHFJi amid the gloom of night I stray, 

Or my glad eyes enjoy revolving day, 

Still Nature’s various face informs my sense, 

Of an all-wise, all-powerful, Providence. 

When the gay sun first breaks the shades of night’ 
And strik'(?s the distant eastern hills with light. 
Colour returns, the plains theii- Jiv’ry wear, 

And a bright verdure clothes the smilling year ; 
The blooming flow’rs with opening beauties gloiv, 
And grazing flocks their milky fieeces show,* 

The barren cliffs with chalky fronts aiise, 

And a pure azure arches o’er the skies. 

But, when the gl3omy reign of nig^t returns, 
Stript of her fading pride all natur^ mourns : 

The trees no more their wonted verdure, boast, 
But weep in dewy teai’s their beauty lost ; 

No distant landscapes draw ^)u«»purious eyes, 
Wrapt in night’s robe the wlu^jf^tion lies. 

Yet still e’en now while darkn|^:sR|Bies the land, 
We .view the traces of th* Almighty hand ; 
Millions of stars in heav’n’s Divide vault appear, 
And with i^ew glories hang the boundless sphci^e ‘ 
'I'hc silver Moon her western couch forsakes. 

And o’er thf skies her nightly Circle makes; 

Her solid globe beats back the su^y rays, 

And to the wofld her borrol^d Mgiit repays.’* 
Whethd^dhose stars that twinkling lustrosotd 
Are suns, aXd rolling worlds those suns attend. 
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Man may conjecture, and ntw Jicftemes declare, 

Yet all his systeirfi hut eorijectui'ea are : 

But this we know, that heav'n’s eternal King, 
Who bade this universe from iiothj^g spring, 

^tin at his irord bid niim’rous worlds appear, 

And rising worlds th’ all-power fill shall hea!*. 

WhJjj to tlft* western main the sun descends, 

To other lands a rising day he lends ; 

The spreading dawn another shepherd spies, 

The wakeful docks from their warm folds arise ; 
Uefresh’d the peasant seeks his early toil, 

And bids the plough correct his fallow soil. , 
W^hile we in sleep’s embraces waste thp night. 

The climes oppos’d enjoy meridian light; 

And when those Whds the busy sun forsakes, 

W' itb us again the rosy morning wakes ; 

In Ijizy sleep the night rolls swift away. 

And neither clime laments his absent I’ay. 

When the pure soul is from the body Hmvn, 

No inoregshall night’s alternate reign be known ; 
The sun no lt<ore shall rolling light bestow, 

But from tljjo Almighty streams of glory flow. 

Ob, may some nobler thought my soul employ 
Than empty, transient, sublunary, joy ! 

'I'ho stars st^U^ih^hp, the sun shall lose his flame, 
But thou, Offciwdy for ever shine the same. 

a \Y . 


THE EUNERAU 
An Eclogue, 

Strang ^ they usherihgfrom the world, 
w^^th all 

Thjs pageantry and long parade of dbath ? 



THE SACREI) LYRE. 


4^5 


Ttm'mmnn* A “long (tarade, indeed, sir, and yet 
hei'p T» 0 

You see but half ; round yonJei bend it reaches 
A furlontf farther, carriage behind carriage. 

S. ’Tis but a mournful sight, and yet the pomi*y 
Tempts me to stand a gazer. 

T. Yonder Si'hool-boy 
Who plays the truant, says the proclamation 
Of peace was nothing to the show, and even 
The chairing of the inembors at election 
Would not have been a finer sight than this ; 
Only'lbat red and green are prettier colours 
rhan all tli^s mourning.— There, sir, you hchoM 
One of the red gowm’d worthie,s of the city, 

The envy and the boast of our exchange, 

Aye, what was worth last week, a good half million 
Screw’d down in yonder hearse. 

S. Then he was borp 
Under a lucky plapet, who to-day 
Put* inoiiriiiug on for his inhcritair^ie. 

T. When first I heard his death, Wiat very wisli 
Leapt to my lips^ but now the closing scene 

Of the Comedy hath wakeii’-d ^iser thoughts; 

And 1 bless God, that when I the grave, 
There w'ill not be the weight oTjfeciljJlh like his 
Jo i)jnk me down. 

S. n»e camel and the needle, 

Is that tlier4*yoiir mind? 

T. Evea so. The text 
Is gospel wfsdom. T would ride the camel,— 
Yea, leap him flying through^th^ Seedla^s eye. 

As easily such a pamper’d soul 
(’ould pass ttie narrow gate. 
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S. Youk jCardon, sir ; 

Bui sure this laAc of Christian*charity 
Looks not like Chrfktian truth. 

T. Your par<t')n too, sir, 

Is'f, with this text before me,* I should feel 
In th^ preacl^ing mood ! But for these barren fig^ 
trees, 

With all their flourish and their leafiness, 

We have been told their destiny and use, 

When the axe is laid unto the root, and they 
Cumber the eai'th no longer. 

S. Was his wealth ' 

Stor’d fmudfully, the spoil of orphans ^iTonjy^’d, 
And widows whoJiad none to plead their right ? 

T. All honest, open/nonourable, gains; 

Fair legal interests, bonds and mortgages, 

Ships to the East and West. 

8, Why judge you then 

So hardly of the dead ? 

T, For what he left 

Undone f^'r sins, not one of which is mention’d 
In the Ten Commandments. He, I warrant him, 
Believ’d no other Grds than those of the Creed ; 
Bow’d to — but his money-bags : 

Swore no ft^. — except at a custom-house , 

Kept the S^bath Idle : built a monument 
^0 honour hi^ dead father ; did no murder : 

Was too old-fashion’d for adultery ; 

Never picked pockets : never bore false witness : 
And never, with l^hat all-commanding wealth, 
Coveted his neighbour’s house, nor.oi, nor ass. 

8! Toil lfneVchii0)9 then, it seeW ? 

T. As all know 

The virtues of your hundred-ftiousanders ; 
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They never hide ttieir Ughts beneath a bushel. 

iS*. Nay, nay, uncharitable sir !.^for often 
Doth bounty like a streamlet i^ow unseen. 
Freshening and giving life along its course. 

T. We track the st^reamlet by the brighter green 
And livelier growth it gives : — but, as for this— 
This Wras a pool that stagnated and «l;unk. 

The rains of heaven engender’d nothing in it 
Ihit slime and foul corruption. 

S- Yet even these 

Are reservoirs, whence public charity 
Still keeps her channels full. 

T. Now, sir, you touch 
[/[Kin the point. This man of half a million 
Had all these public virtue*; which you praise 
11 ut the poor man rung never at his door ; 

And the old beggar at the public gate, 

Who, all the summer long, stands, bat in hand, 
He knew how vain it was to lift an eye 
To that hard face. Yet he was always fAund 
Among your ten and twenty pound sqjbscribers, 
Your benefactors in the news-papers. ^ 

Ilis alms were money put to interest 
In the otber^ world,— donations ^ keep open 
A running charity-account witl^lj^a wn 
Retaining fees against the last asiizea, 

Whetii for the trusted talents, strict account 
Shall be required from all, and th^old Arch- Lawyer 
Plead his own cause as plaintiff. 

S, 1 i^ust needs 
Believe you, sir;— these are your witnesses, 

These mourners who from thi^* carriages 
Gape at the gaping crowd. ?Pgdbd Mkrch winji 
Were to be pj^iy’d for now, to lend <lheir eyes ' , 
Some decent rheum. ^ The very hireling mute 



iG 


THE SACRED LYRE- 


l>rars not a face blanker oi*-all t^notiou 
Thau the old sei^aiit of the fartiily ! 

How can this man V/ave liv’d, that thus his death 
Casts not the soiling one white h^tidkerchief ! 

'1\ Who should lament fo#’ him, sir, in whose 
heart ^ 

Love had noplace, nor natural charity ? 

'J'he parlour spaniel, when she heaid his step, 

Rose slowly from the hearth, and stole aside 
With creeping pace ; she never rais’d her eyes 
To W'oo kind words, from him, nor laid her head 
Lp-rais’d upon his knee, with fondling whhie. 
How could it be but thus ! ArithmcRc 
Was the sole scienj:e he was ever taught. 

The multiplicatioii-tablg was his Creed, 

His Fater-nostcr, and his Decalogue. 

Wlfcen yet he was a boy, and should hd\e breath 'd 
Tlie open air and sun-shine of the fields, 

To give his blood its natural spring and play, 
lie, in aielose and dusky counting-house, 

Smock- dric<f and sear’d and sbrivell’d up his heart. 
So, from tlifi^way in which he was train’d up, 

His feet departed not ; he toil’d and moil’d, 

Poor muck-wor^.Uithro’ his three-score years and 
ten, - 

And when Ae ekVlh shall now be shovell’d on him. 
If that whfch serV’d him for a soul were sli)l 
Within its hhsk, l^would still he, dirt to dirt. 

S. Yet your next newspapers wiH blazon him 
For industry and honourable wealth, 

A bright example. 

T. Even hajf a million 

Ge'ts him «no othei^f»i'aise. But com^ this way 
twelvc-i^ionths hence^ and yoy'" will find his 
virtues 
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Trimly set forth' in lif^idary lines, 

Faith, with her Hhrch beside, arfd little Cupids 
Dropping upon his urn theii^marblc tears. 

SOUTHFY. 

PSALM. 

View of the heavenly bo(fies. 

\TtiE spacious hrmament on high, 

\Vith all the blue etherial sky, 

And spangled heavens, n shining frame, 

• Their great original proclaim. 

Th’ unwearied sun, from day to day. 

Doth his Creator’s power display ; 

And publishes, to ^ery land, 

The work of an Almighty band. 

Soon as the evening shades prevail, 

The moon takes up the wond’rous tale i 
And, nightly, to the listening earth 
Repeats the story of her birth. 

While all the stars that round Ifier burn. 
And all the planets in^eir turn, 

Confirm the tidings asuS^y roll. 

And spread the truth frQj;n^pjje to pole. 

What tho’, in solemn silence, all 
Move round the dark teH’estr/al ball ; 
What^tho’ no real voice nor sound 
Amidst the radient orbs be found ; 

In rcESon’a ear they all r^oice. 

And uttei^f forth a glonous v^ice;^ 

For ever singing, as tney shine, * 

The'^iand that made us is^ivine !’ 
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COMFORT. 

V It 

When gatlioring^elouds around I view, 
And days are dai'k, and friends are fe^w ; 
On Him I lean, who not in vlin, 
Experienced every ^iimaif pain. 

sees njy griefs, allays my fears, 

And counts and treasures up my tears. 

If aught should tempt my soul to stray 
From heavenly wisdom’s narrow way : 
To fly the good I would pursue, 

Or do the thing I would not do : 

Still He who felt temptation’s po\Y.'^t'> 
Shall guard me in that dangerous hoiii* 

If wounded love my.hosom swell, 
Despised by those I prized too well ^ 

He shall his pitying aid bestow. 

Who felt oil earth severer woe j 
At ^nce betrayed, denied, or fled, 

By tlfbse^ho shared his ddlly bread. 

When v^ng thoughts yrithin me rise, 
And, sore dismayed, my spirit diiss ; 

Yet He who on^jiy vouchsafed to bear 
The sickeniri^anguish of despair, ^ 

Shall swe^ly auothe, shall gently dry 
The throbbing^ heart, the streaming eye. 

When mouniir% o^B^ some stone I bend 
Which covers all that was a frisn^}; 

And from his voice, his hand, his sthMe, 
Divides me flol a little while ; ^ 

Thou, Saviour, mai'k’st the te&rs I shed, 
For dUdfit o’er Lazfirus dead. 
^%id O ! wdten 1 have safely pasj^ ' 
Through evei 7 conflict but the last ; 



THE SACRED LYRE. 


4 !> 


Still> still i}Dchangiog,^ watch beside 
My paitifiili^ed — for thoiifliast died ; 

Then point to realms V€ cloudless da}^, 

And wipe the latest tear away. 

R. ORAN'^ 


A NIGHT PIECE ON DEATH. 

Hr the blue taper’s trembling light, 

No more I waste the wakeful night, 
Intent with endless view to pore 
’The schoolmen and the sages o’er : 

Thei 'books from wisdom widely straf,"'* 
Or point at best the longest way. 

I’ll seek a readier pftth, and go 
Where wisdom’s surely taught helow, 

I low deep yon azure dyes the sky ! 
Where orbs of gold unuumber’d lie, 
Wliile thro’ their ranks in silvei; pi)de 
The nether crescent seems to glj[de. 

The slum’bring breeze forgets t^breathc, 
The lake is smooth and dear beneath, 
Where once again the sp^gled show 
Descends to meet our eyes Jbftlow, 

The grounds, which on th(| right aspire^ 
In dimness from tha view retirj^ : 

I'he left presents a place of gravoi, 

Whose yall the silent water laves. 

That steeple guides thy doubtful sight 
Among the livid gleams of ftigbt. 

There p^s with melancholy, state, ' 

By all the s^omn heaped £it(^ , 

And thipk, as softlv^siid you 
Above tin yenei;am dead, 
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Time was, like thef, they l^e po^sest, 

And tone shall^je, that thou shall re<si. 

Those graves, with bending osier bound. 
That nameless bea\e thecrumbK'^d ground, 
Quick to the glancing thought disclose, 
Wh.'re ToU and Poverty repose. 

The flat smooth stones that bear a name. 
The ehissel’s slender help to fame, 

(Which ere our set of friends decay 
Their frequent step may wear away) 

A Middle Pace of mortals own, 

Men, half ambitious, all unknown.! > 

The marble tombs that rise on high, 

'Whose dead in vaulled arches lie, 

Whose pillars swell with sculptur'd atones, 
Arms, angels, epitaphs, and bones, 

Tb(s.e (all the poor remains of state) 

Adorp the %Rkh or praise t^e Crteat j 
Who, wlKle on earth in fame they live, 

Are sen:^>)ess of the fame they give. 

Ilal while pale Cynthia fades, 

The bumting t«irth unveils the shades ; 

All slow,iand ^an, and wrapp’d with shrouds. 
They rise in v'*io“****y crowds, 

And all y^ith sober aeceiit cry, 

Think, mortall'ivhdt it is to die. 

Now from yon black and fun’ral yew, 
That bathes the charnel-house with dew, 
Methinkt I hear a voice begin ; '' 

(Ye Vaveth,ece«Be your croaking din, 

^ ^e toUiDg^clockS) do time ^esour^l^ 

' O'er the long lake an#midnighl ground) 
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It sends fApeal*of hollow^'oans, 

Thus speaWng from jtjpong tlie bones. 

■ When men my scythe and darts supply, 
How groat tk^Hauff of Fears am I ! 

They view me like the last of things^: 

They make, and then they dfead my stings. 
Fools ! if you less provok’d your feai'S, 

No more my spectre-form appears. 

Death’s but a path that must be trod, 

I f man would ever pass to God : 

A port of calms, a state of ease 
’ Frotjj^ the rough rage of swelling seas. 

Why then thy flowing*sable stoles, 

Deep pendant cypness, mourning poles, 
Loose scarfs to fall athwart thy weeds, 
I.<ong palls, drawn hearses, cover’d steeds, 
And plumes of black that, as they t^ead, 
Nod o’er the ’scutcheons of t|ie deiyl ? 

Nor can the parted body kitjw, 

Nor wants the soul, these forn^of woe : 

As men w'ho long in pi;^oii dwell. 

With lamps that glimm«^«^ound the cell, 
Whene’er their sufTring years are run, 
Spring forth to greet the ^itt’riug sun : 
Such joy, though far transcending sense, 
^Have pious souls at parting hence. 

On earth, and in the body plac'd, 

A few Xnd evil years they waste : 

But when their chains are «i8t aside, 

See the glad scene unfolding wide, 

Clap the glad wing, andstewS^wg^, 

And xpingle with the blaze of jay. 


PARNELL. 
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THE ^EAt</^, 

« 

The scene was more n^autiful far, to my eye, 
Than if day in its piide had array’d it; 

T^he land-breeze blevvmild, and the a^re-areh’d sKy 
Look’d pure as the spirit that made it. 

•I 

The murmnr arose, as I silently i^azM 
On the shadowy waves’ playlul motion; 

Trom the dim distant isle till the beacon -lire blaz’d, 
liike a star in tiie midst of the ocean. 

No longer the joy of the sailor-boy’s breast 
Was heaid in his wildly breath'd numbers, 

The sea-bird has down to her wavc-girdied iii'st 
The fisherman sunk to his slumbers* 

I sigh’d ns I look’d from tllie hills’ gentle slope , 
All hush’d was the billows’ commotion ; 

And I thought that the beacon look’d lovely as hope, 
That tMar of life’s tremulous ocean* 

The time^is past, and the sCene is afar, 

Yet, when jjiy head rests on its pillow. 

Will memory sometimes rekindle the star 
That blaz’d on the.J)reast of the billow. 

In life’s closing honr, when the trembling soul dies 
And death atill»’the soul’s last emotion, 

O then may the seraph of mercy arise, 

Like a staiion elernitys ocean ' 

F. M. JAMES. 

THE DYINC^HRlsriAN TO HIS SOUL 

ViT^L sp^rk of heavenly flame ! 

Quitjooh qvity^iis mortal fi^hme ! 

Trembling, hoping, ling’ring, flyhig, 

Oh the pain, the bto) of dyin^l 
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Cease, fonil\^aturc, cease flhy strife, 

And let me languish idirb life ! 

Hark ! tivy whisper; angels say, 

‘ Sister spirit, Aomc away !’ 

What is this absorbs me quite, 

Steals my senses, shuts my sight. 

Drowns my spirits, draws my breath ? — 
Tell me, my soul, can this be Death ? 

The world recedes, it disappears ! 
lleav’n opens on my eyes ! my ears 
Wi|^h sounds seraphic ring ! 

Lend, lend your wings ! I mount ! I fly ! 
O Crave ! where is thy victory ? 

O Death! whereas thy sting? 

PSALM. 

When all thy mercies, O my God 1 
My rising Soul surveys, 

Transpoffeed with the view, lost 
111 wonder, love, and praise.^ 

When worn with sicknilV oft hast thou 
With health renew ’d*“iny face ; 

And, when in sins and smirows sunk, 
Ileviv’d my soul with gmee. 

Thy bounteous hand with^orfdly bliss 
Hath made my cup run p'er. 

And inV kind and faithful friend 

Hath doubled all my stoos, 

» 

Ten thousand thousand precio^js gif|8 
My daily thanks empifi^, * ^ 

Nor is dbe least a cheerful heart 
That {astes tAioee gifts with joy. 


POPE. 
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Through every ptriod of my 
Thy goodness I’ll v^ursue ; 

And after death in distant worlds 
The glorious theme renew. 

When nature fails, and 'day and night 
Divide thy 'works no more, 

My ever grateful heart, O Lord, 

Thy mercy shall adore. 

Through all eternity, to thee, 

A joyful song I’ll raise ; 

For 0, eternity alone 
Can utter all thy praise. 

, ▲DDISOX. 

“SEEING WE ARE COMPASSED ABOUT WITH SO 
GREAT A CLOUD OF WITNESSES.’’ 

Could e but look beyond our sphere, 

And tiace^along the azure sky, 

The myriads ^lat were inmates here, 

Since Ahefs spirit soar’d on high. 

Then might we tell of those who see 
Our wand'ringa fr^ Eternity ! 

But human frailt)^ cannot ga2e, 

On such a clou^ of splendid light, 

As heavens ||cred court displays, 

Of blessed spirlfs cloth’d in white, 

Who from the fears of death are free, « 

And look from an Eternity, 
e' 

They look, but ne’er return again, ' 

To tel) the cejrcl^^pf their home, 
Afiid^kindliest tears for them are raii^ 

For never! Sever, shall they comai— 
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Till Time*s\ale^ight begic|to flee, 

Before a briglit Eteruki#. 

Conlfl we^ut gaze beyond oiir sphere, 
Within the golden porch of heav’n, 

And see those spirits Which appear, 

Like stars upon the robe Eif^n. 

But no, unseen to us they see 
Our wanderings from Eternity. 

The crimes of men which heaven saw. 
And pitied with a parent’s eye ; 

<Could ne’er a kindred spirit draw, 
Iii'9nercy from its home on high,'— 
They look, but all they ki\ow or see 
Is silent as Eternity^ 

At noonday hour, or midnight deep, 

No bright inhabitant draws nigh ; 

And though a parent’s offspring weep. 

No whispe}’ echoes from tlif sky.^ 
Though friends may gaze, yef^l they see 
Is known but in Eternity. \ 

Yet we may look beyoriM our sphere, 

On one who shines am^g the throng ; 
And w^e by Faith may alsij hear 
The triumphs of a glorious song ; 

And while we gaze on Him, \ge see 
*The path to this Eternity? 


STAR OF BEi^LEHEM. 
When m^rshalM on ^ nightly plain, 
The glittering host Mstud the sky ^ 
One* 5 ^ar alone, of all the t?Oin, 

Can fix the sinner's wandering eye. 
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Hark ! bark ! ^to God the clj^ruB breaks, 
From every from every gem ; 

But one alone the Saviour speaks, 

It is the Star of Bethkshem. £ 

Once on the raging '^eas 1 rode, 

The stortdTi was loud,— -•the night was dark, 

*The ocean yawn’d, — and rudely blow’d 
The wind that toss’d my foundering bark. 

Deep boiTor then my vitals froze, 
Death-struck, I ceas’d the tide to stem ; 

When suddenly a star arose. 

It was the star of Bethlehem. 

It was my guide, my light, my all, 

It bade my dark fdPebodings cease ; 

And through the storm, and danger’^ thrall, 
It led me to the port of peac^e. 

Now^'safely moor’d — ^my perils o’er, 

I'lltUni^- tirst in night's dfadem. 

For ever for evermore, 

The StiJ ! — The Star of Bethlehem ! 

U. Km WHlTr. 


RKPilOSPECTlON. 

♦ 

Thus far on Life’s p^erplexilig path, 

. Thus far the Lord our steps hath led, 

Safe from the world’s pursuing wrath, r 
Unharm’d though floods hung o’er our head ; 
Here then wc pauM, look back, adore, • 

Like mnsut^’d ^^rael |^m shoi;e, 

Strangers and piktima liera, below. 

As all our fathers ill lic^ dhy, 
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We to a LandVf I^romise 

Lord ! by thme awn ayUDiiited vray ; 
Still guide, ilUimine, cheer our flight, 
In cloud by day, in fire by night. 


IVotect us througli this ^wilderness 

From serpent plague, and hostalo rage*^^ 
W^ith bread from heaven our table bless, 
With liVing streams our thirst assuage ; 
Nor let our rebel hearts repine, 

Or follow any voice but Thine. 


TKy righteous laws to us protdaim, 

Out A)t from Sinai's top alone ; 

Hid in the rock-clift, be thy name, •$. 

'J’hy pftw’r, and all^y goodness shown ; 

And may we never bow the knee 
To any other gods but Thee. 

Thy presence with us, move or rest ; 

—And ns the eagle, o’er her brood, 

Flutters her pinions, stirs the Qe!bi( 

Covers, defends, provides tliem&pod, 

Ileal’S on her wings, instimcts to fly ; 

—Thus, thus prepare us ii^ the sky. 

When we have number’d all our years, 

And stand at length on JoAlan's brink, 

Though the flesh fail with faiflnan fears, 
l)h ! let not then the spirit^sbrihk ; 

But strong in faith, and hope, and love, 

Plunge through the stream,— to rise above. 

montgomjery. 


LodkjLh'O COWARD© S'JjAtM. 
God of my life» to thee 1 oa)), 

Afflicted at thy I ihll $ 

IC 2 
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When the greij^ r/ater-fliidBs^^revaU, 

Leave not my tre^i^bling heart to fail ! 

Friend of the friendless and the faint! 

Where should I lodge my deep complaint? 
W^here but with fhac, whose open door 
InvUes thedielpless and the poor ? 

Lid ever mourner plead with thee^ 

And thou refuse that mourner's plea? 

Does not that word still fix’d remain, 

T'hat none shall seek thy face in vain ? 

That were a grief I could not bear, 

Lidst thou not hear and answer pray’r; 

But a pl*ay*r-hcaring, answVing God; 
Supports me under es>ry load. 

Fair is the lot that’s cast for me;‘ * 

I have an advocate with thee; 

whom the world caresses most, 

Have ^10 privilege to beast. 

Poor thoj^i I am, despis’d, forgot, 

Yet God, my God- forgets me not; 

And be is safe, ^liO must succeed. 

For whom the Lord vouchsafes to plead. 

row PER. 


THE LAST DAY. 

Even thus amid thy pride and luxury 
Oh Earth ! shall that last coming burst on thee, 
That secret coffilng of the Son of lV|[an ; 

When all {he cherub-throotBg clouds shall shine, 
Jrmdiate with hk biYght advancing eiln; 

Wifeu that gi^at Husbandman shall wave his 
fan, 
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Sweeping, likexli^ thy and pomp away : 

Still to the iioolktide of tha« nfghtless day, 

Shalt thou thy wonted dHsolute course maintain. 
Alongk the b^sy mart and crowded street, 

The buyer and th^ seller still shall mee^ 

And marriage feasts begin their jocund strain. 
Still to the pouring out the cup of woe ; ** 

Till earth, a drunkard, reeling to and fro, 

\i)d mountains molten by his burning feet, 

And heav'ii his presence own, all red with furnace 
heat. 

Almighty ! trembling like a timid child, 

1 heaijj thy awful voice — alarm’d — afraid— 

1 see the Rashes of thy light’nirig wild, 

And in the very grave would hide my bead. 
Lord ! what is man ? if^ to the sun be flies — 

Or feebly wanders through earth's vale of dust. 
There is he lost 'midst heav'n’s high mysteries, 
And Acre in error and in darkness lo$t : 
Heneath the storm-clouds, on li^’a racing sea, 
Like a poor sailor — by the temp^ tost, 

Oh! who shall tlien survive? \ 

Oh ! who shall stand <wd live ? 

When all that hath been lSsho mure ; 

When for the round earth hung in air, 

With all its constellations fair, 

111 the sky’s a/.ure canopy : « 

AV^ien for the breathing earth, an4 sparkling sea, 
Is but a fiery deluge without shore, 

Heaving ilong th’ abyss profound and dark| 

A flery deluge and without an ark. 

Lord of aj): power, when thotPhrt there alone 
On thy et^rn^ fiery* wheeled tb^ne,,, 

That its nigh meridlA nflon • 

Need net the perish’d sun nommoon : 

When thou art there in thy presiding state, 
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Wide scepter ‘eh o’er the realm of doom : 
When from the s(a-’iepths, frox)/ earth's darkest 
womb, ^ " 

Tlie dead of all the ages round thee wait ; 

And when the tribes of wickedness ail’c strewn. 

Hike forest leaves in the autumn of thine ire : 
Faithful itnd truen! thou still shalt save thine own I 
TIfle saints shall dwell wuth unharming fij-e ; 
Each white robe spotless, blooming every ])alm. 
Even safe as we, by this still Fountain’s side. 

So shall the Church, thy bright and mystic bride 
* Sit on the stormy gulf a halcyon bird of calm. 
Yesy mid you angry and dostiv^yirig signs, 

O’er us the rainbow of thy mercy shines, 

M'c hall, we bless the covenant of its beam, 
Almighty to avenge, almigbtiest to redeem! 

M^UIAN ' 

SOUND THE LOUD TIMBREL O’ER EGYPT S 
' DARK SEA ! 

Sound the loud/rimbrel o’er Egypt’s dark sea ' 
Jehovah has triuroph’dj '^is people arc free. 
Sing,— for the pride orihe tyrant is broken, 

His chariots and horsemen, all splendid and 
brave, • 

How vain was theii boasting !— The Lord hath 
butopokgn* 

> And eshariots mid horsemen are sunk in the 
Wave. 

Sound the loud timbrel o’er Egypt’s dark sea ; 
Jehovah has. trium^’d, — ^hl* people are free. 
Praise to thr Cocquei;pj, praise to the Lord, 
Hisevord wfts oinr arrow, bis breath was our 
' Word !— ^ 
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Who shall return to tell ilfyit the story 

Of iho^ sh^l|»seDt forth li me hour of her pride? 
For the Lord hath looR’l out from his pillar of 
• glon^ 

And all ncr b^ave thousands are dash’d in the 
tide. * 

Sound the loud timbrel o’er Eg^tpt’s davk sea ! 
Jehovah has triumph’d— his people are freet^ 

MOOEE. 


THE EVENING CLOUD. 

A^cLoiro lay eradled near the setting sun, 

A glfam of crimson ting’d its braided snow, 
Long had I watch’d the glory moving on, 

O’er the still radiance of the lake below ; 
Tranquil its spirit se^’d, and floated slow, 

E’en in its very motion there was rest ; 

While ev’ry breath of eve that chanc’d to blow. 
Wafted the trav’ller to the beauteouf west. 
Emblem, metlqjught, of the denarted^soul, 

To whose white robe the gle' W of bliss is giv’n, 
And by the breath of mercy ma^ to roll 
Right onward to thd^lden gates of beav’n. 
Where to the eye of faithit peaceful lies. 

And tells to man his glorious destinies. 

WILSON. 

TttE GR^VE.* 

Thee^ is a calm for those who weep: 

A rest for weary pilgrims found : 

They softly lie, and 8wee% sleqi, 

I^w hi the ground. 

T he storm that wrecks^tbe Wintry sky, 

No mdjje disturbs their deep repose, * 
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Than summer ev’giiijifk latcs 6 sigh, 

That slikt&ll^the rose, ( 

T long to lay this paini'ul head, 

And aching heart, beneath the soil j 
To slumber in that dreamless tied 
From all iny toil. 

•r. f 

The grave, that never spake before, 
Hath found at length a tongue to chide; 
O listen' — I will apeak no more : — 

Be silent, pride ! 

Art thou a mourner? hast thou known 
The jo}' of innoeeiit delights. 

Endearing days for ever flown, 

And tranquil in^hts? 

() live ! and deeply cherish still 
The sweet remembrance of the past . 
Kely (in IIcav’ii*s unchanging will 
For peace at last. 

Tho* long of iW.ids and waves the sport, 
Condemn'd iqvwretchedness to roam ; 
Live! thou slialt reacVh'shelt'ring port, 
A quiet home. 

Seek the true treasure, seldom found. 

Of pow’r the fiercest griefs to culm, 

And soothe the bosom's deepest wound 
Witli*h.ea^'nly balm. 

Whate’er thy lot— where'er thou be—* 
Confess thy folly— kiss the 1*0 d; 

And in thy chast^ing sorrows see 
i**'he Iwtnd God. 

A IBrulscd reed he will not break 
Afflictions all his children feel ; 
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He wounds^hem for Kili^rcy’s sake, 

He wouDds beal ' 

I fninbledl^ beneath his mighty hand, 

Hrostratp, his f)rovidence adore : 

’Tis done! arise! H<» bids thee stand, 

1 o fall no more. 

Now, ^rav’ller in the vale of tears! 

'fo realms of everlasting light, 

Thro’ Time’s dark wilderness of years. 

Pursue thy flight. 

*'l'he|p is a calm for those who weep, 

A vest for weary pilgrims found : 

And while the mould’riisg ashes sleep 
Low in tdle ground, 

'J’he soul, of origin divine, 

God’s glorious Image freed from clay, 

In heav'n’s eternal sphere shall shiije 
A^tar of day ! 

Tlie sun is but a spark of 
A transient meteoi'^^ihe sky ; 

'The soul, immortal ^Mts Sire, 

Shall nsver die! 

^ MONTGOMIRT, 


THE DOVE. 

Vi’ HE dove let loose in eastern skies, 

' Returning fondly home, 

Ne'er i^toops to earth her Wing, nor flies 
Where i| 41 e warblers roam^ 

Hut lygh she shoots through air and light, 
Aboffe all Jow delay ; 
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Where nothinj^ *>ound8 he;* 

Nor ehadow dimsyhrr way. 


So grant me, God, from earthly care, 
From pride and [lassJon fi'e^^ 

Aloft, through faith and love’s pure air, 
To hjld iny. course to thee. 


No lure to tempt, no art to stay 
My soul, as home she springs ; 

Thy sunshine on her joyful way. 

Thy freedom on her wipgs. 

Moor E< 


THE DECEITFDliNESS OF THE WORLD. 

T N the morning of life, when its sweet sunny smile 

Shines bright on our path, wci,^y dream we are 
blest, 

We may lo^'tk on the world as a gay fairy isle. 

Where sojjrow’q unkaowa« and ,the weary have 
rest. 

But the brightn^s that sh^ni^ and the hopes wc 
enjoy’d, 

Are clouded ere noon, andfocin vanish away ; 

While the dark beating tempest, on life’s stormy 
tide, 

Obscures all the sweets of the morning’s bright 
ray. 

Then wh^ HM^those bowers, in some guy happy 
plahii 

Where hope ne’ei^eoeives, and where Jove is aye 
truej^ 

Where the brightheas oY*moniing shines on but to 
* «ain , ^ . 

A sunshine as bright and as promising too? 
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Oh ! ask for if^ot,1ri this*'jaljpy of sighs, 

Where we simle but to ivipep, and we ne’er can 
find rest ; 

For tRc worl^ we would wish, shines afar in the 
skies, ^ 

Where sorrow’s unknown — ’tis the home of the 
blest ' 

WEIR, 


HEAVENLY MINSTREL. 

Ensbron’d upon a hill of light, 

A heav’iily minstrel sings ; 

And sounds, unutterably bright, 

Spring from the golden strings. 

Who would h||ve thought so fair a form 
Once bent beiiliath an earthly storm ! 

Yet was he sad and lonely here; 

Of low ahd humble birth 
And mingled, while in this mrk sphere, 
With meanest of eartlH 
Jn spirit poor, In lo^^ forlorn, 

The jest of mortals and the scorn. 

A crown of heav’nly radiance now, 

A harp of golden strings, 

Glitters upon his deathlgsa brow> 

And to his hymn-note rings. 

The ffow’r of interwoven liglit 
Seems, at the sound, to g^w more bright. 

Tben^while with visage blank and sear. 

The poSr in soul w#seej: 
l.<et Hs not thlnh what he is here, 
Buff^what^bj^ soon will be ; 
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And look bej^^niU^Iiis cai thly. night, 

To crowns orgoi^l,^ and bowers of light. 

EDMKSTON. 


EVENING HYMN FOR FAMILY WORSHIP 

O iLonn, another day is down, 

And we, a lonely baud, 

Are met once more before thy throne, 

To bless thy fostering hand. 

And wilt thou bend a listening ear, 

To praises low as ours ? 

Thou wilt! for Thou dost love to hear 
The song wlijich meekness pours. 

And Jesus, thou thy^smiles wilt deign, 

As we before thee pray ! < 

For thou didst bless the infant train, 

A/^d are we less than they ? 

O let^Jiy perform its part, 

And let/ onteiition 

And shed^abroad in *»irei7 heart 
Thine everlasting peace ! 

Thus chasten M, cleans'd, entirely tbinr, 

A flock by Jesus led ; 

The sun of HoMness shall shine, 

In glorybon head* 

And thou wilt turn our wandVing feet, 
And thou wilt bless our way ; 

'Till worlds shall fade, and faith sjiall greet 
Xhe da^vn of lasting day. 


n. K* WIIITF. 
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PRAYER 

Frayjbr is tlL^soul’s si nc^*e ‘desire, 
Uiiuttei’M or exprest ; 

Tlie. motion of a hidden fire^ 

That trenable.^ in the breast. 

Prayer is the burthen of a slgh^ 

The falling of a tear; 

I’he upward glaneing of an <ye, 

When none but God is near. 

Prayer is the simplest fomi of speech 
.That infant lips can try ; 

lb ayewthe sublimest strains that reach 
The Majesty on high. 

Prayer is the Chrlstitfh’s vital breath. 
The Christian’s native air; 

His watchword At the gates of death. 
He enters heaven by prayer. 

Prayer is the Contrite sinner’s ipicej 
Returning from his ways ; \ 

While angels in theisMi^f^gs rejoice. 
And say, “ Behold 1ft prays !’* 

The saints in prayer appear as one 
In word, and deed, and iSind, 

When with the Father and ^lis Son, 

* Their fellowship they fiiAl. ^ 

Nor prefer is made on earth alone, 
The Holy spirit pleads ; 

And Jesse on the eternal thiflhe 
For sinnein^ intercedes. 

O thou by whom we come to God, 
The life, th^ Truth, the Wly ; 
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The path pjffyer thysel|^ hast trod 
Lord teach Vis" how to pi ay. 

MONTGOMERY. 


ilYMN. 

Awake, sweet harp of Judah, w^ake, 
Hetune thy strings for Jesus’ sj^kc ; 

We sing the Saviour of our race. 

The Lamb, our shield and hiding'placc. 

When God’s right arm is bared for war, 
And thuudei's clothe his cloudy cr r, 
Where, where, O where, shall man retire, 
To escape tlfe horrors of his ire? 

’Tis he, the Lamb, to him we fly, 

While the dread tempest passes by ; 

God sees his Well-beloved’s face, 

Alid spares us in our hidlng-i>lace. 

Th*U6 wlnle We dwell in this low scene, 
The L^jab is our unfailing screen ; 

To him, thoug^^^ilty, still we run, 

And God still spai es us for his Son. 

W^hile yet we sojourn here below, 
Pollutions dSlill our hearts o’erflow; 

Fall’n, abjelft, mean, a sentencM race, 

We deeply med a hiding-place. 

Yet courage-^days and years uMl glide. 
And we shall lay these clods aside ; 

Shall be b%tized in Jordan's 4<M)d, 

Auji wash’d in Jesus* cleaipsiog blood. 

^ Then pure, immortal, ^tilesB, f^ed, 

We throbgh the Xiomb, ^11 bL decreed ; 
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Shall meet the Fifther tai j I ^ lace, 

And need no more a hi^iii;^^p1ace. 

n. K. WHITE. 


ON A SKVLL. 

Look on its broken arch, its ruin'^d wall,* 

Its chamb^'s desolate, and portals foul. 

Yes, this was onoe Ambition’s airy hall, 

The dome of Thought, the palace f)r the Soul ; 
llehold through each lack-lustre eyeless hole, 
The^gay recess of wisdom arid of wit. 

And pactions liot that never brook'd control. 
Can all saint, sage, or sophist, ever writ. 

People this lonely toww, tbis»tenemeDt refit? 

“ SYAOK. 

I HE OCEAN AN IMAGE OF ETERNriT. 

Roll on, thou (V^ep and dark bli% ocean-^roll ' 
Ten thousand fleets sweep ov^ thee in vain ; 
Man marks the earth with ruin-^is control 
Stops with the shore ;^^^on tlie wat’ry plain 
The wrecks arc all thy dead, nor doth remain 
A shadow of man’s ravage, save his own. 
When, for a moment, like a fk'op of rain 
He sinks into thy depths with bubbling groan, 
Willfbut a grave, unknell d, u^co^n’d, and un- 
known. 

His steps are not upon thy paths, *-thy fields 
Are not a spoil for him,— thoii^ost arise 
And shako him from thee; the vile sU'ength he 
wields 

For earthy destruction thou dost airdespi^^ 
Spurning Him thy bosom t8 the skies, 
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And send'flt ijmi shivenng ^ thy playful spray 
And howling, toijhi’s gods, whera haply lies 
His petty hopes in some near fort or bay, 

And dashesthim again to earth: — ^here let him lay. 

The armaments whach thunder-strike the walls 
()f*'*ock-hu/lt cities, bidding nations qiiakeyr 
And monarchs tremble in their capitals, 

The oak leviathans, whose huge rins make 
Their clay creator the vain title take 
,Of lord of thee, and arbiter of war ; 

These are thy toys, and, as the snowy flake, 
They melt into thy yeast of waves, whicTi mar 
Alike the Armada's pride, or spoils of^ Trafalgar. 

Thy shores are (Anpires changed in all save thee— 
Assyria, Greece, Rora^, Carthage, what are they? 
Thy waters wasted them while they were free, 
And many a tyrant since; their shores obey 
The gtranger, slave, or sftvage; their decay 
Has dpied u/} realms to dese^'ts:— not so thou, 
Uiichangealne siive to thy wild waves’ play — 
Time wri^ no wrinkle on thine azure brow — 
Such as creation’s daw^^faeld, thou rollest now. 

Thou glorious mirror, whei’e the Almighty’s form 
Glasses itself in tempests; in all time, 

Calm or convufted — in breeze, or gale, or storm, 
Icing the pole, br in the torrid clime 
Dark'heavibg ;-^boundle8s, endless, and sub- 
lime— 

The image of Eternity— the throne 
Of the Invisih^e ; even from out t^ slime 
The monsters of the deep are made; each zone 
Obeys th^e ; dQU ghfst forth, dfead, fathomless, 
alone. ^ 
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TRUST THE SA |lOUll. 

'Not seldom, clad in radia it vest, 

Deceitfully goes forth the Morn ; 

Not'seldoT^ Evening in the west 
Sinks sinihngly^forsworn. 

iThe smoothest seas will sometimes prove, 

'I’o the confiding Bark, untrue ; 

And if s#ie trust the stars above, 

Tiiey can be treacherous too. 

The umbrageous Oak, in pomp outspread, 

F^ll oft, when storms the welkin rend, 

Draw# lightning down upon the head 
It promised to defend. 

Blit Thou art true, incarnate JLord ! 

Who didst vouchsafe for man to die ; 

Thy smile is sure, thy plighted word 
No change can falsify ! 

1 bent before ^y gracious throie, ^ 

And ask’d for peace with sUppAant knee ; 

And peace was given— nor pea<^ alone, 

But faith, and hop^T^i^ ecstacy ! 

WORDSWORTH. 


LOVE. 

FROM TUE CURSE OF j^EHAUfAU. 

They sin who tell us Love can die. 

With li/l all other passions fly, 

All others are but vanity. ^ 

In heavwi ambition cannot dwell, 

Nor avarice in the vault^^f he^. 

Earthly these passions, are of*earth; 

They p^^h where they have their birth. 
But l^ve is infl&tructible ; 
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Its holy flame ever burhetli, 

From heaven itTai^e^^ to heav^ returneth 
Too oft on earth a troubled guest, 

At times deceived, at times opprest, 

It here is tried and purified, ; 

And hath in heaven i!w perfect rest; 

It aot/eth he^e with toil and care. 

But the harvest-time of Love is there. 

() ! when a mother meets on high * 

The babe she lost in infancy, 

Hath she not then, for pains and fears^ 

The day of wo, the anxious night, 

For all her sorrow, all her tears. 

An over-payment of delight ! 

r SOUTHEY. 


TO THE MEMORY OF HENRY KIRKE WHITE 

’ Bright be the place of thy soul, 

No lo^velierAtpirit than tiling 
E’er burst friia its mortal control. 

In the or)^ of the blessed to shine. 

On earth thou wert air&lit divine, 

As thy soul shall immoi'tally be ; 

And our sorrow may cease to repine 
When we know that thy God is with thee. 

Light be the^turf of thy tomb! 

May its verduft like emeralds be, 

There should not be the shadow of f^loom 
In aught that reminds us of thee. 

Young flowers find an evergreen tre^, 

May ^ring from the spot of ^hy rest ; 

But n ^^ naSf n^ yew let us see; 

* ffkjlPTOr ebauld we mourn for ths blest ? 

BYKON. 
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HYMN., 

Behold ! th’ Ambassador Divine, 
'Desoe^^diiig from above, 

To publish to^ mankind the law 
Of everlasting lovft ! 

On him, in rich effusion pour’d, 
Th^heav’nly dew descends ; 

And truth divine he shall reveal 
To earth’s remotest ends. 

J^o trumpet-soilnd, at his approach, 
Sftall strike the woiid’ring ears; 

But still and gentle breathe the voice 
In which the Go^l appears. 

By his kind hand the shaken reed 
Shall raise its falling frame ; 

The dying embers shall revive, 

And kindle to a ffame. ^ 

The onward progress of his zeal 
Shall never kni;yw decline, ^ 

Till foieign lands and distant isles 
Rereive the law divine. 

He who si)read forth the arch of heav’fi, 
And bade the planets rail, 

•Who laid the basis of the^earth, 

And form’d the human sou^— * 

Thus saith the soul, ‘ Thee have I sent, 
A Prophet from the sfcyp 

Wide o'er the imtiona to proclaim' 

"J^he message from of^hlgiif 

Befor*^ yiy face the almdea ofsdeatH 
Shall take tt^Sudden flight ; ' 


D 
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The people wbU m darkness dwell 
Shall hail a gloriGus light ; 

The gates of brass shall sunder ^‘ursf, 
The iron fetters fall; 

The. promis’d Jubileb of Ileav’n 
Appointed rise o*er all. 

And lo ! presaging thy approach. 

The heathen temples shake, 

And, tiembliiig in forsaken fanes, 
The fabled idols quake. 

I am Jehovah : I am One : 

My name shall now be known ; 

No Idol shall usurp aiy praise, 

Nor mount into my throne.' 

Lo, former scenes, predicted once, 
Corispiciious rise to view ; 

And tuturei«scenes, prcdicteo now, 
Shull be accomplish’d too. 

Now sing a new song to the Lord ! 
Let earth his praise resound r 

Ye who upon the ocean dwell. 

And fill the isles around. 

O city of tSue I^ord ! begin 
The universal song ; 

And let the scattered villages 
The joyful notes prolong. 

Let Kedar^ wilderness afar 
^ Lift sip the lonely voice ; 

iCnd let thfi tenants of the rock 
With accent rude rejoibd. 
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O from Vic streams of llistant land 
Unto Jehovah ^mg ! 

And joyful fj-orn the mountains’ tops 
Shfiit t^ the Lord the King ! 

Let all combin’d Vith one accord 
Jehovah’s glories rise, 

TiU in remotest bounds of carith 
The nations sound his praise. 

IvOOj« 


AT A FUNERAL. 

Beneath our feet, anc^ o’er our head, 
Is equal warning given ; 

Beneath us lie the countless dead, 
Above us is the heaven ! 

Their names are graven on the sfone. 
Their bones are in the llay ; • 

And ere another day is done, 
Ourselves may be as the^ 

Death ride.s on evSry passing breeze, 
He lurJes in every flower ; 

Lacli season has its ow^i disease, 

Its peril every hour b 

<>rfP*fcyes have seen th# rosj light 
Qf youth’s soft cheek decay, 

And Fate descend in sudden night 

On manhood’s middle«4ay. 

• 

Our eyes have seen tl|e ste]|^ of«ige 
%^alt feebly t’wards th? tomb, 
And^et shall earth our btmrts engage*, 
And dre&flis of days to come ? 



70 


THE SACREP LYRE 


Turn mortal, tu in ! thy danger know ■ 
Where’er ihy foot #an tread, 

The eaith rings hollow from below, 

And warns thee of her dead • 

Turn, Chii&tjaii, turn* thy soul apply 
To truths iiisiiiely gi\en ; 

The bones that underneath thee lie 
Shall live for Hell or Heaven ’ 

IlEura 


ANOIHLR 

Thou art gone to the grave, but we will iiot de- 
plore thee, 

Though sorrows and darkness encompass the 
tomb ; 

Thy Saviour has passed through its portal before 
thee 

And the lamp o^his love Is thy guide through 
the gVooin 

Thou art gone to* the grave *— we no longer behold 
thee, 

Nor tread the rough paths of the world by thy 
side ; 

But the wide arms oV mercy arc spread to infold 
thee, 

And sinnetf 1i]|^y d'e, for the sinless ' 

Thou art gone to the grave its mansion 

forsaking, 

Perchance thy weak spirit in fear linger'd long; 

But the miM rays of Paradise beam’d on thy 
^ wakirtg, ' “ 

And the sourHi which thou heard’st was the 
seraphim’s song i 
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1'hou art gon^i to the grave ^but we will not de- 
plore thee, • [giiide ; 

Whose God was thy ransom, thy guardian and 
He gave tSee— ^He took thee — and He will restore 
thee, , [died I 

And Death has no sting, ftp* the %iviour has 

OMNISCIENCE. 

God sits enthron’d in yonder sky, 

Beyond the cloudless blue ; 

And though unseen to every eye, 

• All opens to his view. 

He sees those awful dspths below, 

Which angels taiinot trace ; 

Nor can we from his presence go. 

Or find a hiding place. 

That eye eternity surveys^ 

As if f?o cloud was there ; 

And worlds on which we nightly gaze, 

His awfiU^esence shai). 

The dead, whose Matter’d atoms lie. 

On earth, or in the deep, 

Cannot escape that piescing eye, 

Which ne’er was clcs’d in sleep. 

"fKat eye which saw c^eatioiffise, 

Shall see its final close ; 

Nor seek to slumber in the skies, 

^or God needs no rep^xie. 

Omniscience ! who^oan speak thee ! 

'^^^ur thoughts no limits find!; 

’Tisjike that dread eterni3y— 

Or almighty mind. 
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CALVARY. 

\JV1y dearest child suppr<t«s that sigh, 

^ VV**d wipe the tear-drop from thine eye,— 
Come tell irie where did Jesus die ? 

Upon the hill of C.ilvary. 

Ad here was our blessed j^aviour, when 
Surrounded by tlie wrath of men, 

Yet murmur’d not nor did complain ? 

Upon the hill of Calvary. 

Where was our Saviour at that houi’, 
When earth and hell o’er him had powder; 
When darkness veil’d the noonday hour? 
UiJoii the hill of Calvary. 

Where was the Saviour of our race, 

When the rockvS startled if’om their place ; 
And the sun shrinking hid its face ? y 
Upon the hill of Calvary. 

Where ^vas our jjjiaviour when the grave, 
Threw bacK its tiov’ring like a \vave, 

And freedom to its prisoners gave? 

Ujjon the hill of Calv'i"''. 

Where was he when his blessed voice 
Bade the poor penitent rejoice, 

With promise of a paradise ? 

Upon the hill "wf Calvary. 

Where was IHr^'SavSour when he cried, 

“ My God, my God, why dost thou hi'Je 
Thy face,” which ne’er was turn’d aside ? 

Ujion the LVl of Calvary. 

Where was he when he bow’d his^head, 

“ ’ti8*finfth’d,”‘'talmly said, 

Ahd i^ien was ^umber’d with the 
Upon the bill of Calvary ^ 
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When: was he the foes of maiij 

With terror ft) earth’a,cent<% ran, 

Struck with salvation’s wondrous plan ? 

■ Upoj the hill ot Calvary. 

Where should the siiyier turn his eye, 

When sotnethiiig whispers hc^nust die. 

And hell’s dark snares before him lie ? 

'f® iiouglit. to nought but Calvary. 

When friends prove false, and none are near, 
Our dark desponding hearts to cheer, 

Where should we look thro’ sorrow’s tear ? 
•Up to the hill of Calvary. 

’Midst every scene of joy pr woe 
Whilst in this vale of tears below, 

What should we ever wish to know ? 

A something more of Calvary. 

When the proud Atheist dares blaspheme 
Our blessedtSaviour’s holy i!ame, , 

What then should be our cheerful aim ? 
To^thiiil ethe more of Olivary. 

When sorrows rise dn. every side, 

And death our dearest ties divide. 

Where should our hopes ^lone confide ? 

On him that died oi^ Calvary. 

When sickness comes to*you*kii|| me, 

And ^be soul struggles to be free , — 

What should faith’s eye enraptured see ? 
The glorious hopes of Calvary. 

• 

Where wjill the ransonj’d si^er gaze, 
’Muist all the joy wlflch hhav’n^aiaplay^ 
Whe^thinking on his formgr ways ? *' 
mck t5 the hill of Calvary. 
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What namo tl^at which time nor place, 

Nor yet eternity's loii^^ race, 

C.iii e’er oblit’raU‘ or efface i 

The n.irrie, the name ol‘ Calvpry. Wur. 

“O Loni), I KXOW '1H\T IN VERY I'AmiJ UI 
NLSS THCJU HAhr Al’PLK 'I ED ME " 

For what shall I praise thee, my God and my 

Killer ^ 

Fiir wluit blessings the tribute of gratitude bring 
Shall I praise thee for pleasure, for health, and 
lor ease, [ peace f 

Fur the spring of delight, and the sun bine of 

S!ial3 I praise thee ftp* flowers that bloom'd on my 
breast, 

For joys in perspective, and pleasures possess’d ? 
For the spirits that heighten’d my days of de- 
light. 

And the shimbei?* that sat on my pillow by night ^ 

ir ^ 

For this sluuild I praise thee ! but, if only for this 
1 should leave liklf-untold the d^*nation of bliss 
I thank thee for sickness, lor sorrow, for care, 

For the tlioins I have gather’d, the anguish I hear 

For nights of anxiet^^ watchings, and tears, 

A present of pain, a, perspective of fears; 

I praise thee, I hless thee, my King and my Ged, 
For the good find the** evil thy hand liath bestow’d. 

The flowers were sweet, but their fragrance ks 
flown, 

fbty yielded no fruits, they are witiier’d and 
gone;^ 

The<-t];iorn it tvas poignant, bat precious/ > me, — 
’Twas the fnassage of mercy, — led n.e to thee. 

ANON. 
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, THE Sabbath horning. 

\ Ho\y still the morning of the hallow’d day ! 

Mute, is the voice of rural labour, hush’d 
TheploughlMy’s ^histle, and the milkmaid's sou t;. 
The scythe lies glittering in the dewy wreath 
Of tedded grass, mingled with fading fiojyera. 
That yester-morn bloom’d waving in the breeze ; 
Sounds thti most faint attract the ear, — the hum 
Of early bee, the trickling of the dew, 

The distant bleating, midway up the hill. 
Calmness sits thron’d on yon unmoving cloud. 
Todiim who wanders o’er the upland leas. 

The bla^bird’s note comes mellower from the dale; 
And sweeter from the sky the gladsome lark 
Warbles his heaven-tiin’d song ; the lulling brook 
Murmurs more g«ntly down the deep- worn glen ; 
While from yon lowly roof, whose curling smoke 
O’ermounts the mist, is heard, at intervals, 

The voice of psalms, the simple ^ong ol^praise. 

S GRAHAMA. 


THE SEASONS MORALIZED. 

Behold the changes of the skies 
And see the circling seas»ns rise; 
Hence let the mournful drutb, refin’d, 
Improve the beauty of ^le minti. 
Winter lat^, with dreaiy reign, 

Rul% the wi<|e unjoyous plain ; 
Gloomy stdirms with solemn roar, 
Shook the hoai'se resounding shore * 
Sorrow r%st her sadne^ rory;id, • 
and joy forsook the gfl-ounc}; 
X>eat)^ witli wild imperiout sway^ 
Bade the expiring world decay, 

D 2 
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JN( 0 \v cast arOrind thy raptiv’d ryt's 
Aud see the beauteous Spriut? arise ; 

See flowers invest the hills a^aiii, 

And htre<nns re-murmur o’er the plain, 
riark ' hark ' the .ioy-in spiling grove 
Kut»oes to tlje voiee of Love. 

Balmy gales the sound prolong, 

round the woodland sonif. 

Such the pceiies our life displays; 

Swiftly fleet our rapid dajs, 

'riie hour that rolls for ever on 
Tells us our years must soon be goiii ; 

Sudden death, with mournful gloom, 

SweejH us dovtiiward to the tomb; 

Life, ami health, and joy, deeaj , 

Nature sinks and dies avv'ay. , 

But the soul, in gayest bloom, 

Disdains the bondage of the tomb; 

Asci^nds above the clouds ot ev’ii. 

And, rap4jr’d, hails her native Heav’n, 
Youth, and peace, andl> uitfy, there 
P'or ever dariee around the y ear ; 

An endless joy invest the pole, 

And stlrcams^<af ceaseless pleasure roll ; 

Sighs and joj^ niul grace divine, 

'With bri^fit and lasting gloi'y (ftfaine ; 
Jehovah’s smile, with heav’oly ray, 

Diffuses clear unbounded dgy. 

i>a. DWIGHT, OF AMKKna. 


io, Tine fLying fish 

When IJiave seen thy snowy jving. 
O’er the blue wave at evening, 'spring, 
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And give sciJes, of |ilver white, 

So gaily to the eye <Jf light, 

As if thy frame were form’d to rise, 

And life aii|id the glorious skies; 

Oh! it has made me proudly feel, 
flow like thy wing's impatient sseal^ 

Is the pure soul, that scoiiis to rest 
Upom the world’s ignoble breast, 

But takes the plume that God has given, 
And rises into light and heaven I 

But when I see that wing, so bright, 
Gflow languid with a moment’s flight, 
Attempt the paths of air, in vain, 

And sink into the^waves again ; 

Alas I the Ratt’ring pride is o’er; 

Like thee, awhile, the soul may soar, 

But erring man must blush, to think, 
Ijike thee, again, the soul ^lay sin% ! 

Oh ! Virtue, when thy clime I seek. 

Let P^M'U’s dight be weak: 

Let me not, like this feeble thing, 

Wi^h brine still dropping from its wing, 
Just 'sparkle in the solar glow. 

And plunge again to de^dhs below: 

But, when J leave the grosser throng 
With whom my sttgl btth 3welt so bnig, 
Let«me, in Ihat asp&Pl^g day, 

Cast eveify lingVing stain away, 

And, panting for thy purir air^ 

Fly up ajt once and fix me there’! 
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MISSIONARY HYMN. 

Greenland's icy mountains, 
From India's coial strand, 
Where Afric’s sunny fou^taia^ 
Roll down their golden sand ; 
From many an ancient river, 
From many a palmy plain, 
They call us to deliver 

Their land from error s chain ’ 

What though the spicy breezes 
Blow soft o'er Java’s isle, 
Though every pi ospcct pleases, 
And only man i'l vile : 

In vain with, lavish kindness 
The gifts of God are sttown, 
Tlio Heathen, in his blindness, 
Bows down to wood and stone ’ 
Cap we, whose souls are lighted 
4 With Wisdom from on high, 
Can we to men benighted 
'I'he lamp of life deny ? ^ 
Salvation! oh, Salva'tlBh*^ 

Tile joyful sound proclaim, 

Till each remotest nation 
lias learnM Messiah’s name ! 

Waft, waft, ye winds, bis Htoryi 
And you, fe waters^ W»H, 

Till like a sea of glory, 

It spreads from pole to |M)le ; 
Till o’er ocr ransom’d Nature, 
The Lamb for sinners slifln, 
Bedliemcl', JCiifg, Creator, 

In bliss returns to reign ^ 


Ilf sni. 
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i'HE CF?IIJ3REN OF GOD. 

There is a on earth. 

Whose Father fills a throne * 
Tlut,%hoi]^h a seed of heavenly birth 
T# men they’r^ little known. 

Whene'er they meet the ^iblic ojji?, 

^Tiey feel the public scorn ; 

I'oi* men their fairest claims deny, 

And count them basely born. 

Hut ’tis the King who reigns above, 

^ That claims them for his own : 
riie favour’d objects of his love, 

And destin’d to a throne. 

• 

The honours that belong to them. 

By mm are set at nought ; 

Whatever shines not tiny contemn. 
Unworthy of a thought ! 

But, ah*! how little they reflect ! 

mar k th’ unerring word ! 

‘*That WlWSiih with men has most respect, 
Is odious to rtie Lord.” 

Were honours evident to sense. 

Their portion herefbelow ; 

The would do'*them reverence, 

And I# iheir claivis aHow. 

the King himself was here. 
His elalms were set at nought : 

Would they another lo^refer? 

Rejected be the thought ! J 

' No ! they will tread, while*here yctow, 
*The ^gth their Mastdi' trod ; 
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Conteut all honour to I’orcgo 

But tha^ which comes from God* 

And when the King again appears, 

He’ll vindicate his claurn ; ‘ 

Eternal honours shall be tbeiiis; 

Their foes be filled with shame. 

' ^ KELLY. 


WALKING \VH [1 GOD. 

Oh ! for a closer walk with God, 

A calm and heav’nly frame ; 

A light, to shine upon the road 
That lead^ me to the Lamb ! 

Where is tlie blessedness I knew 
When first 1 saw the Lord? 

Where is the soul-refreshing view 
Of Jesus, and his word ? 

What peaceful hours 1 once enjoy’d ! 
How sweet their meinVy ^till ! 

But they have left anUffirig void 
The world can hever fill. 

Return, 0 ! holy Dove, return 
Sweet mesJSenger of rest ; 

I hate the sins that made thee mourn, 
And d^ovoithee from my breast. 

The dearest idol I have 
Whate’er that idol be, 

Help me I'tf tear it from thy thro.ie, 
And worship, only thee. ^ 

.So sht&l my walk be close with God, 
Calm aiid serene my frmne ; 
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So purer ligftt shall mark the road* 

That Idhds me tp thelLamb. 


f HE sabbath. 

Sweet clay of rest • .for the I’d wait, 

Emblem and earnest of a st,'>^;e 
Where saints sire fully blest! 

For ftiee I’d lorik, for thee I’d sigh ’ 

I’d count the days, till thou art nigh, 

Sweet day of sacred rest, 

Hut oft (with shame I will confess,) 

IVl^ privilege my burden is, 

No joy, alas ! have I ; 

When I would take my^arp and sing, 

I find it oft without a string, 

And lay it coldly by. 

But while I thus confess my shame, 

'Tis right ^hat 1 should praise his name, 

Who makes me sometimes sin^f. 

Yes, I^ ud, (I ’ll speak it to thy praise,) 

IVIy cheerl'iilngbng I sometimes raise, 

And triumph iif ray King. 

O let the case he always so, 

My song no interruption know, 

Till de^th shall seal ihy tongue. 

In heav’u^ » nobler strain .PU raise, 

Andm^t from ev’ry thing hut praise; 
M5*%eav’ii an endless song. 

KELI-^. 

THE PII.OWM’.S*g^)KCJ* 

Ilisi^ my soul, and stretch thy wingsi 
Thy better poi'tion trace*; 
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lliae from transitory tiling 

T’ wards h^av’n <hy natWe place. 

Sun and moon, and stars decay, 

Time shall soon tliis earlj|i repove ; 

Rise, my soul, and baste away 
To seats prepar'd above. 

Rivers to the ocean run, 

Nor stay in all their course . 

Fire ascending seeks the sun, 

Both speed them to their source. 

So a soul that’s born of God, 

Pants to view his glorious fact* ; 

Upwards tends to his abode, 

To rest in his embrace. 

Cease, ye pilgrims, cease to mouiri, 

Press onward to the pi ize ; 

Soon the Saviour will return 
Ti;jumphant in the skies. 

Yet a^sea>on, and you know 
Happy entrance will be giv’n, 

All our sorrows left helow^ 

And earth exchang’d mrheav*ii. 

Anon 

CONFESSION. 

iO Lord, niy GL»d, in mercy turn, 

In mercy hear a sinner mourn ' 

To thee I call, to thee I cry, < 

O leave me,, leave me not to die! 

O plea^ures^ past, what are ye .lovv 
^But thorns about iny bleeding brow' 
Sjlectres, thp^t hover round my bi;ain, 

And aggravate and mock ifi^ pain, 
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• 

For pleasure J have given yy soul ; 

Now justice, let thy thunders roll; 

Now vengeance smile — and with a blow 
Lay the ^bel^ous iiigi'atc low. 

Yet Jesus, Jesus ! thire I’ll cling, 

I’ll crouch beneath his shelt’rhig win^; 
ril clagp the cross, and holding there, 

Even me, oh bliss ! his love may spare. 

H. K. WHITE- 

thp: coming of the lord. 

A VOICE Irum the desert comes awful and shrill, 
The Lord is advancing — prepare ye the way ; 
The word of Jehovah he tomes to fulfil, 

And o’er the dark world pour the splendour of 
day. 

Jlring down the proud mountain, ^tho’ tow’ring to 
heav’n. 

And be the low valley exalted on high ; 

The rough palhii^j^t]^ crooked be made smooth and 
ev’u, 

For, Sion ! your KingJ^ your redeemer is nigh. 

The beams of salvation his process illume, 

Tlie lone dreary wilderness sings of her God ; 
The^rose and the myrtle shall sudi^nly Mooni, 
And the olive hf jieaee spreadits branches abroad. 

nRUMMONl). 


. THE BIRTH OF CHR«T. 

lIiiiOHTEST and^iest of the sons of ihe i|^orning, 
Dawn on our darkness, atid l^d usHfaine ai^! 
Star of the e|st the horizon adorriyig, 

Guide where oiir*infant redeemer is laid ! 



m TJIE SACRED LYR#.. 

Cold on his cradle the dew-drops are shining, 

Low lies his b^d wifth the beasts of the stall ; 

Angels adore him in slumber reclining, 

Maker, and Monarch, and 8avirjr of all ! 

Say shall we yield hinlr, in costly devotion, 

OdAjrs of Ldom, and oH’rings divine; 

Gems of the mountain, and pearls of the ocean, 
Myrrh from the forest, and gold from the mine ? 

'S'ainly we offer each amjde oblation ; 

Vainly with gold would his favour secure ; 

RicUei- hy far is the heart’s adoration, , 

Dejirer to God are the pray’rs of the poor ! 

Brightest and best of the sons of the morning, 
Dawn oil our darkness, and lend us thine aid ' 

Stai' of the east the horizon adorning, 

Guide where our infant Redeemer is laid ! 

HEliER. 


ADDRESS TO WSTs'Cn. 

Nature is lavish of her loveliness, 

Until that loveliness, if not denied, 

Becomes a theilie, which, whoso would express, 
And dwell with fondness on, men half deride 
And even tfiou,fhright Sun ! who in thy pride, 
And gorgeous beauty, dost so ofr-'n set — 

Art scarcely notic’d : — many t<n aside 

With C0I4 iiidiR‘’rence from the scene, and yet 
Tis one which he who feels— for hours may not 
foiget 

^&ve I not found it such, when, jat the close 
Of a long day in close cdhilnement spent, 



THI? SACRED L^RE. 


in 


I’ve wander’d forth, j-and seen thy disk repose 
On the horizon of the firmament ? — 

) ! 1 haye gaz’d upon thee — with intent, 

And silent arflour^ till I could have deem’d, 
The clouds which compass’d thee, by thee besprent 
With glory, as thy brightness thijough thi'm 
gleam’d,— 

ujtil'iil in tltem selves— with beautiful visions 
teem’d. 

\nd I have look’d at them — until the story 
Of JJunyan’s Pilgrims seem’d a tale most 
true 

low he beheld their entrance into glory — 

And saw them pass the pearly postal through:— 
hatching, meanwhile, a belftific view 
Of that bright city — shining like the sun, 
►Vhose glitt’ring streets appear’d of golden hue, 
And in them many men— their conflicts done, 
‘re walking, robed^with palms— and crowned 
every one ! 

b’or can imagimHifrZi^^ujjward soar 
To thee, and to thy dailj; path on high, 

Nor feel, if it have never felt before, 

Fresh admiration of thy majesty ? 

Ihy home is in the beautiful blul sky! 

From whence thou lookest on th^ world of ours, 
\s hirt. one satellite thy beams s*ippQr [powers 
With ligl^t and gladness — thy exhaustless 
II forth in olha^orlds sweet Spring’s returning 
flowers. 

Ves — as in this, ifi other worlds the same, ^ 

The Seasons do thee homa^- eatli ii^ttirn ; 
Spring, with a smile, exults to hear thy itIKmej ’ 
Then 8umm?r wobjr thy bright but firicf sojourn 
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To bless hjr bowr’s ; wlvile deeper ardours bur 
On Autumn’s glowing cheek when thou ai 
And even Winter half forgoes her sfern [nigh 
And frigid aspect, as ^hy fi^'igbt’niiig eye 
Falls on her features pale, nor can thy pow’r den} 

» t* 

Yet — spit^pf all; — though thou appear’st to b( 
Tlie type of thy Creator; seeming source 
Of light aiid life, on earth, in air, in sea^ 

To countless millions in thy mighty course 
Now listening to the dash of ocean hoarse. 

Upon its rocky marge; or to the »jund 
Of stormy winds, rejoicing in tbAr force ; 

Or softer harmonies which doat around 
From deep and ver()^nt vales, or mountains fores 
crown’d ; — 

And though on earth thou hast beheld the sum 
rOf Time, which alters all things; and may’- 
f look I 

On pyramids as piles of yesterday, [noo 

Which were not in : — although ii 

Of earth, perchar^ce, I'etain the form it took 
When first thou didst behold it even thoi 
Must know, in turn, thy strength and gloj 
strook V 

Must loseufae radiant crown that dec^ks tli 
bro*w, c 

Day’s regal sceptre yield,— and to Mightier bou 

For thou thyself art but a gauae or iime, 
Whose birth with thy origins* did blend ; 
Togigthep ye be^an your codrse sublime, 

Ahd as Sublime will be your destin’d end. 
Foft eooF, late; pp Orades portend, 

One finaf oofisnsmbatlon shall ye meet : 
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Thou into nothingness again must wend, 

When this vast w^frld dissplves Jwith fervent 
heat • 

Jis revolutions en.^J, hi(i| cycle be complete. 


And then shall follow an eternal day, 

Illum'd by splendour far surpassipg- thine 
For Hr, who made thee, shall Himself display, 
And ill the^rightness of his glory shine,— 
Absorbing all, and making all divine; — [fall ; 

Before His throne the hosts of heaven shall 
And spare itself shall be but as a shrine, 

Wlieit everlasting praises rannot pall, 
nir'd forth beiure The Lamb, and God, the Lord 
or Ale! 


BERNARD BARTON. 


A WISH. 

Ou for tlie dreamless rest of those , 

That in the dust Serenely sleep— 

I'hat feel no more their own wild woes, 
That hear ndlBw.o-^heir kindred weep 

How blest are those that in ^he clay 
Forget the pangs this being gave ! 

No fears appal, no liojies betray. 9 
The peaceful inmates of the grsv^e. 

Thougfi near the house of pray’rWhe^ lie, 
Thev nevei t^ ey the Sabbath bell ; 

Nor when theTuftt'ral passes by, 

Start at the^dead man’s passing kp^ll. 

Though whirlwinds wild o’er nature^we^, 
Though battles fill the worlft witli woea, 

Though orphani wail, and widows w^ep, 

It ne’er disturbs ttiCir (Jftlna repose. 
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Though there no eoral lip bo prest, 

Though/'thero shall hrfive no mutual sighs ; 
No check repose on beauty’s breast— 

Yet oh ! how still thc^slee^ier lies * 

Though there no friendly hand shall shake 
i The band of friendship any more— 

What then? — the heart that wish’d to break 
Is broken, and the strife is (f^er. 

No tear-drops tfer the cold cheek start, 

No dark shades o’er the spirit wave ; 

No writhing pang distracts the heark, 

Of those that moulder in the g.ave. 

Oh for the ^dreamless rest of those. 

That in the grcvc serenely sleep — 

That feel no more their own wild woes, 

That hear no more their kindred weep ! 

ANC 


ON THE VANITY OF MONUMENTAL GRANDLl 


Could we conceive Death was indeed the cb 
Of our existence, Nature might demand 
That, where the reliques of our friends repoM 
Some refljrd to their memory should stand 
To keep th^im unforgotten in the land : — 
Thenv th^n indeed, urn, tomb, or mai’ble bi 
By sculptor’s art elaborately plann’d [dn 
Would seem a debt du^lT their niould’i-i 
Though time would soon efface the perishable tru 


But hoping, and believing^ yea, through Ffii 
i!^noMng, h^cause His word has told us sr 
That Christ, our Captaiu, triumph’d over Deal 
And 7s the first fruits of tfa% dead below 
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That he has trod for man this path of woe, 
Dying — to ris^ again !-^we would not grace 
Death’s transitory spell with trophied show ; 

As if that#' shadowy vale” supply’d no trace 
'Fo prove the grave is not our final dwelling-place. 

Then he our hurial-gi'ounds, as should beoomc 
A simple, hut a not unfeeling race : 

Let them ifppear, to outward semblance, dumb 
As best betitg the ijiiiet dwelling-place 
Appointed for the prisoners of Grace, 

Who wait the promise by the Gospel given, — 
Wlith t|j^e last trump shall sound— the trembling 
base 

Of tombs, of temples, pyraigoids be riven, 

And all the dead arise befone the hosts of Heaven f 

Oh ! in that awful hour, of what avail 
Unto the “ spiritual body” will be found 
'I’he costliest canopy, or proudest tale » 
Recorded on i4?— what avail the boiyid 
Of holy, or u neon secrated ground ? 

As l^reely4au^i the unencumberM sod 
Be cleft asunder at that ^trumpet’s sound, 

As Royalty’s magnificent abode; 

As pure its inmate rise, and stand before his God. 

%£llNAHn BAATO.V. 


NIGHT. 

Night is till time to rest; 

How^sweet when labours clfflsc, 

To gather I'^nd an aching breast 
The curtain of reposet 
Stretch the tired limbs and lay theliead 
Upon oui* owrf delightful bed ! 
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Night is the time for dreams ; 

The gay A)maiR;e of life'. 

When truth that is and truth that seems 
Blend in faiitastie striff ; 

Ah I visions less heguiling far 
'ifhaii waking dreams by daylight are ! 

Night is the time for toil ; 

To plough the classic field, 

Intent to find the buried spoil 
Its wealthy furrows yield; 

Till all is ours that sages taught, 

That poets sang, or heroes W'roughfr 

Night is the time to weep ; 

To wet with iin^tecn tears 
Those graves of memory, where sleep 
The joys of other years ; 

Hopes that were angels in their birth, 

Blit perished young, like things on earth ' 

t ' 

Night is the time to watch ; 

On Ocean’s dark expaiwMi^” 

To hall the Pleiades, or catch 
The full Moon’s earliest glance, 

That brings unto the home-sidt mind 
All we have*loved and left behind. 

Night is the 4im€ for care ; 

Brooding on hours mis-spent 
To see the spectre of Despaipf'^' 

Come to, our lonely tent ; 

Like Brutus midst his 8liimb’rir.g host, 
Startled |y^C«esar’s stalwart ghost. 

*Nigh't is the time to muse; 

Then irom the eye the doul ^ 
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Takes flight, and with expanding views 
Deyond tht%starry ftole, 

Descries athwart the abyss of night 
Tl\e dawi^ of j^ncreated light. 

Night is the time, to pray ; 

Our Saviour oft withdrew • 

To deserf mountains far away, 

So vv411 iiis follovvers do; 

Steal from the throng to haunts untrad, 

And hold communion there with GoJ. 

>Jiglit is the time for death ; 

W4ien all around is peace, 

Calmly to yield the weary breatl), 

From sin and huir’ring c#ase; 

Think of Ileav’n’s bliss and give the sign 
7 0 parting friends— such deatli be mine ! 

MONTCiOMERV. 


NATURE. 

The Go<h»'' nature and of grace 
111 all his works appears ; 

His goodness through the earth we trace, 
His grftndeur in the spheres. 

- » 

Behold this fair and fertile globe, 

, By him in wisdom plannM ;* 

’Twas he who girded, like a robe, 

The round the land. 

Lift to the firmament your eye* 

Thitllbr his path pursue; 

His glory, boundless as ibe 

O’er whelms the wond’ring view.* 



^8 


THE SACRLl) lAIU: 

f 

He bows the heavens— tlie mouniains stand, 
A highw£i(^ (or,+heu* Gud; 

Ik' walks amidst the desert land, — 

’Tis Kdtii where lie tr^d. 

The foiessts in his,strenf;th rejoice, 

' Haik on the c^eIli^lf^ luee/e, 

As one of old, the Loid God’s \oice 
Is heard amon^ the trees. 

Here on the liills he feeds his herds, 

His flocks on \ under plains; 

His praise is warhled h> ihi biids; 

O could we ({Itch their ^trains 1^. 

TVIount with the lark, and bear mir sotip 
Up to the gdte'|,of li^ht ; 

Or, with the nightingale, prolon*; 

Our numbers through the niji^ht ! 

Ip ''v’ry stream his hounly Hows, 

,I)iffusfng joy and wea|tli ; 

In ev’ry breeze his Spirit blows, 

The bieatli of life and In^th. 

Ilis blessings falfin plenteous sliow'rs 
Upon tlie lap of earth, 

That teems with foil ige, fruit, and llow’rs, 
And rirlg^t with iiuant mirth. 

If God^hnlh made this w'orld so fair, 

Where and death abound, 

How beautiful beyond comply^'" 

Will Paradise be found^ 

MONTGOMI h \ 

MORNINti LARK. 

Pr;THER*D lyric ! warbling high, 
Sweetly gaining on^vlie sfey— 
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Opening with thy matin lay, ^ 

Nature’s Bymn, tbe eye*of day, 

Teach my soul, on early wing, 

Thusd^o siVir, and thus to sing ! 

While the bloom orient light 
Guides thee in thy tunefuh flight. 

May tli(‘ Day-spring from on high, 

Sceil by Faith’s religious eye, 

Cheer me with his vital ray, 

Promise of eternal day ! 

AXOV. 


THE DI \L. 

Tins shadow on the Dial’s fiicc, 

That steals from day to day, 

With slow, unseen, uneeasing pace, 

lIMoments, and mouths, and years, away ; 
Tins shadow, ■which, in every fJime, 

Since light Aid motion first began, 

Hath hold its course sublime ; — 

W’'hat i^t ? — Mortal Man ! 

It is the scythe of Tinft* : 

— A shadow only to the eye ; 

Yet, in its calm^ career, 

It levels all beneath the sky 

And still, through each succetiding year, 
flight onward, with resistless power, 

Its stroklti^shall darken every hour, 

Till Nature^ s race be run, 

And Tii^pe’s last shadow shall etiAipse^the sun. 

Nor only o’e? the Dial’s |ace, , 

This silent phantom, day by nay, < 

With skinn unipgn, unceasing pjfce, 

Steals moments, months, and years, away; 
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From hoary rock and aged tree, 

From proudrPaln&yra’s infiuld’ring wallSt 
From Teneriffe, towcn’ing o’er the sea, 

From every blade of grass* it ^alh; 

For still, where'er a shadow sweeps, 

The scytlie of Time destroys, 

And man at' every footstep weeps 

O’er evanescent joys ; [morn, 

Life’s flowerets glitt’ring with ^he dews of 
Fair for a moment, then for evej- shorn ; 

— Ah ! soon, beneath the inevitable blow, 

I too shall lie in dust and (iurkness low. 

Then Time, the Conqueror, will suspend 
Ills scythe, a tiophy, o’er my tomb. 

Whose moving shaiVtw shall portend 
Each frail beholder’s doom. 

O’er the wide earth’s illumin’d sphee, 

Though Time’s triumphant flight be shown, 
The‘truest index on its face 

Pd!nts from the church-y'ard stone. 

WONTC;0>irRY. 


MOltTALITY. 

O WHY should the spirit of mortal be proud ! 

Like a fast (littivig meteor, ^a fast flying cloud, 

A flash of the lightning, a break of the wave— 
He passes frbm l^fe to his rest in the, grave 

The leaves of the oak and the wiflir 's shall fade, 
Be scatter'd around, and together be lai^ ; 

And the yoifug and the old, and the low and the 

^ball mtvild^ ^0 dicst, and together shall lie. 

The child thet a mother attenilfed gind lov’d, 
mother that infant’s afli^tion that prov’d, 
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The husband thatfuiother «,nd iffant that blesi, 
Each — all are away to their dwelliug of rest. 

Tlie maid on whose cheek, on whose brow, in 
whose ej’^c. 

Shone beaiily and pleasure — her titiimphs Are by; 
And the memory of those that beloved her and 
prai^d, 

Are alike from the minds of the living eras’d. 

The hand of the king that the sceptre hath borne, 
The bA)w of the priest that tlie mitre hath worn, 
The eye (Tf tlie sage, and the heart of the brave, 
Are hidden and lost in the depths of the grave. 

The peasant whose lot was to sow and to reap, 
The hei'dsmaii who climb’d with his goats to the 
steep, 

The beggar tl>at wander’d in sear<di ofITTS bread, 
Have faded away^ike the grass that we aread. 

Tl)» saint tlwilajnjoy’d the communion of heaven. 
The sinner that dar’d to remain unfbrgiv’n, 

The wise and the foolish, the guilty and just, 
Have quietly mingled their bones in the dust. 

So the multitude goes-— like the Aower and the weed 
That^wither away to let others^ sm^'eed ; 

So the mul^ude comes — even those we behold, 

To repsiftt every tale that hath often been told. 

For we are d^he same things that ouf fathers have 
hoen, 

We see the same sights thathur ihtlier»^have s«;^n, 
We drink the^sa^e stream, and we^ feel the ^saine 
sun, [run. 

And we fun the same course that our father^ have 
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The thoughts we^-e t^iiiKiug^our lathers woul<I 
think, I would shrink, 

From the death we are shrinkyig (hej too 

Toth(‘lite we arerlinging to, they too would tling— 
But it speeds from the eartlj like a bird on the wing. 

^ t 

Tlioj lov’d — but their btor> we eaniiot unfold; 
They scorn’d — but the heail ol the haughty is cold, 
'I’hey giiev’d— but no wail from their slumbers 
may come, 

They joy’d — but the voice of their gladne-sS isduinli- 

'J'hey (lied— ay, they died! and wc thinys {lial an 
now, 

V\ ho walk on the* turf that lies over their brow, 
"Who make in (beir dvi^dlings a transient abode, 
Meet the changes they met on their pilgrimage road 

Yea, hoj>o and despondence, and pleasure and pain, 
Are mingled tdgether like sunshine and rain ; 
And th^ smile and the tear, anti the song and tin 
diige. 

Still follow each other like surge iTjam surge. 

’Tis the twittk4)f an eye, ’tisthe draught of a brrath, 
From the blossom of health to the paleness of death, 
From the jjilded ilalooii to the bier and the shroud— 
O Why should ttie spirit of mortal be proud ! 

»KNO\. 

SKCONU bUNUAY IN AD^^NT.^ 

Tul Lor(kwill come I the earth shall quake, 
The hills their fixed seat forsake;* 

And, ^iilfetijug, £rom the vault of nigb%, 

’The stors withdraw their fejjble light. 

The Lord will come I burbot tLe same 
once in lowly foi*m he came, ' 
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A silpnt lamb |o slaughter 1^, 

The bruis’d, the siiff’riug, and the dead. 

The Lord*will^come ! a dreadful form, 

With wreath of 11time.«and robe of storm, 

On cherub wings, mid wings r^f wind, • 
Anointed Judge of human kind ! 

(’an thfs be he who wont to stray 
A pilgrim on the world’s highway; 
lly Power oppress’d, mid mock’d by Pride ' 
Oji, God ! is this the crucified ! 

(in, Tyrants ! to the rocks complain ! 

(./(*, seek the mountain’s cljft in vain ! 

IJi'l Faith, victoriou9»o’er the tomb, 

Slni! sing for joy — The Lord is come ! 

iiEBi a, 


K,S TilE DlfATH OF A LOVELY IMFANT. 

stranger from the world of hliss 
^5olne little seraph wi^nd’ring from thy sjdicrc, 
Which came to tarry for a night iH this, — 

And with the light of morn to disappear 

• • 

I'ell us, sweet babe, what m^e thee lose thy way 
,A midst those stars which dec^ the uisiirc sky? 
i'ell us, sweet babe, why wilh the morning’s ray 
TiKjf sfKrit wing’d again its flight on high? 

Did something vex thee in this jyorld beloM , 
d® so^c angel trace thy waiid’riug path 
Afflf to prevent thy days^nd j^ifhts^if woe, 
AUui^’d back beyond the strram of ('\'ath. 

Yet, Si’t nKppy though thy mould’ring bark,’ 
Mu%t He for ages on time’s stormy shore, 
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Where all i» lone|>and /desolate, f and dark, 

But where its loudest tempests vex no more. 

Yes, thou art happy, and thy plire L(dight, 

Heealls no more thy silent wanJ’riiigs Jieie ; 

P^or evuy sin iff that short ileeting ni£»ht, 

Was laid on one, and paid with many a tear. 

Oh ! ’twas enough, poor wand'rer of an hour, 

To touch time’s verge and breathe its very sigh , 
To make tliec pass death’s vale, whose darkening 
lower, 

Must open up the portals of the sky, i 

unu. 


HEAVEN. 

^The golden palace of my God 
I'osv'ring above the clouds I see : 

Bc}^nd the cherub’s hrighf abode, 

Higher than angels’ thoughts can be. 

How can 1 iii those courts apjTcar 
Without a wedding garment on ? 

Conduct me, Thou life-giver, there, 

Conduct me ^o thy glorjous throne ! 

And clothe i^e with thy robes of light, 
AndleadyUie through sin’s <larksome nleht, 
^ My Saviour and my Gon ’ 

RUSSIAN POETB V 


THE NATIVITY, 

WdiiN Jordan husli’d his wa^s still* 

And 8ilence«slept on Zion 1^; | 

When Beth Them's shepherds thr^gh the nigb’t 
„1iltetch'd o’er their Hooks hy starry light 
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Hark ' from mtdnifht hi^ls around, 

A voice of more than mortal sound, 

In d.i!!,tant yalU^ujahs stole, 

SVild murm’ring o*er the raptur’d soul. 

'riieri swift to every startled ey^, 

New streams of glory light the sky ; 

Ileav'n hursts her azure gates to pour 
Her spirits to the midnight hour. 

On wheels of light, on wings of ilamr*, 

The glorious hosts of Zion came ; 
HighAeav’ii witii songs of triumph rung, 
While thus they struck their harps and sung 

O Zion ! lift thy raptiij-’d eye, 

The long-expected hour is nigh ; 

Tile joys of nature rise again, 

The Prince of Salem comes to reign. 

See, Mercy firttn her golden urn 
Pours a rich stream to them that mourn j 
■HWreWipMth hinds, with tender care, 

The hleediug bosom despair. 

H<* comes ! to cheer tha trembliB|p;faearr, 
liids Satan and h^s host dep|rt; 

Again the Day-star gilds the gloom, 

^\gain the bow’rs of Eden blooyi ! 

O ^ioni lift thy raptur’d eye, 

'Diis long-expected hour is nigh; 

The joys of nature rise again, ^ 

flf Salem comes to reign.’ 


CAMrBELI. 
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THE TRIALS OF VI^,TUE. 

Plac’d on tht' vorgp of youth, my mind 
Life’s op’ning Aieiie survey’d!' 

I view’d its ills of ^jiriuus kind, 
Afliicted^irid ufiaid. 

But chief my fear the dangers mov’d, 
That virtue’s path iiielose : 

My heart the wise pursuit approv’d ; 
But, oh, what toils oppose ! 

For see ! ah see ' while yet her ways » 
With doii)>tful step I tread, ^ 

A hostile u orld, its terrors raise 
Its snares iTelusiyc spread. 

Oh how shall L w’ith heart prepar’d, 
Those terrors learn to meet? 

Hovfcfrom the thousand snares to guard 
IVIy Inexperionc’d feet ? i 

As thus T mov’d, oppressive sleep 
Soft o’er my temples drew 

Oblivion’s veil. — The wat’ry deep, 

An ohjoet strange and new, 

Before me rcLe ; on the* wide shore 
Observant us I stood, 

The gathA*in^ storms around me roar, 
And heave the boiling flood. 

Near and more near the billows rise ; 
Ey’u flow my steps they lave !, 

And^death to my ai&ighted eyes 
Apjiro^/h’d in^evVy wav^e. 

What liofR*, or whither t^ybtrait! 

Each nerve at once unstrung, 
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•the sacked ljtre 

Chill fear had fetter’d fast my feet. 

And cha|ii*d jny*8peecViless tongue. 

,I felt hear' within me die; 

When sudden to mine ear 

A voice, descending from on high, 
Reprov’d my erring feai; 

" Wdiat tho’ the swelling surge thou see 
‘ Impatient to devour : 

" Rest, mortal, rest on God’s decree, 

‘ And thankful own his pow’r. 

•Know, when he bade the deep appear, 

“ Thus far,” the Almighty said, 

** Thus far, nor farther;, rage; anrl here 
Let thy proii^ waves he stay’d. 

I heard ; and, lo ! at once control’d, 

The waves ; in wild retreat, 

Rack on themselves reluctant^^^MlJ’*!, 

And Miurm’ring left my fect.^ 

— to assemble deeps in vain 
Once more the signal gave : 

The shores the rtisbing weight sustain, 
And check th’ usurpin ; wave. 

Convinc’dj^n Nature^ volume wise, 
The imag’d truth ^read ; 

And sudden from m|f wdking eyes 
»Th’^instructive vision fled. 

‘ Then why thus heavy, O my soul ! 

9 ‘ Say why, distrustful sa4ill, , 

^ Thy*thoughts with vain impatience roll 
‘ 0’j)r scenes o#fut»r^iil/ 

'I^t fdth suppress each jrising fear , 

^ Each anxious doubt exclude : 
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‘ Tliy Maker’s will has jJar/d thee here, 

‘ A Maker^wisc /irid goo^ ' 

‘ He too thy evVy trial k&r^ws 
‘ Its just restraint to give ; 

* Attentive to heboid thy woes, 

VAnd faithful to relieve. 

‘ Then why thus heavy, O iny sou'! 

‘ Say why, distrustful still, 

* 'J'Jiy thoughts with vain impatience rol' 

' O’er scenes of futui'c ill? 

‘ Tho’ griefs unnumber’d throng the(^ ro'und 
' Still in thy God confide, 

‘ Whose finger marks the seas their bound, 

' And curbs tlie headlong tide.’ 

MERRICK. 


PARTED LOVE. 

*' lliou wert too like a dream of heaven 
For earthly love to merit thee.” 

Wk parted, and we knew it was for ever — 

We knew it, but we parted: then each thought 
And inmost feeling of our souls^ which never 
Had else been breath’d in words, rush’d forth 
and sought ® ^ 

Their sweet home in tach other’s hearts, and there 
They lived and gi'ew ’mid sadness atj||l despair. 

It was not with the bonds of common love 
*Our hearts w^ knit together; they hhd bf^ 
Silent compai\*oris^in those griefs whift move ' ‘ 
AiKyjurify <he solil, afid we had^een 
-'Each other’s strenj^th and truth of mfnd,|^nd hence 
Jll^l^oved with passion’s holiest confidence. 
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Wo parted (as our heai’ts |^ad loved) iu duty 
J’o Heaven anJ virtue, and we both resign’d 
Our cherish’d trujft-*-! all her worth and beauty, 
And' she th* untold devotion of iny mind; 

VV'^c parted in mute anguiii^i, but we bent 
Lowly to Him whose love Is chaslisement-* 

She rests ir^ Heaven, and I — I could not follow : 

jNIy soul was crush’d, not broken ; and I live 
'lo think of all her love ; and feel how hollow 
Are the sick gladnesses the world can give. 

I live in faith and holy r.alm, to prove 
My bcai’^ was not unworthy of such love. 

ANON. 


TO DEATH. 

Methinks it were no pain to die 
On su(;hun eve, wdieii sucl^ a sl^ 
O’ert^inopies the West; 

To gaze my fill on yon calm deep, 
an infant, fall asleep 
On earth, niy» mother’s breast. 

There’s peace and welcome in yon sea 
Of endless bliW) trniH|uillity : 

These clouds are living things : 

I trace their veins of liqpid ^old, 

I see them solemnly unfold 

*^heir soft and fleecy wings. 

These bo the angels that ronv.ay 
:l Vs wear^ children of a day, — 

Life’s tedious iioihifl^ o*er, , - 
Where neifflier passions come, uof wo^, 
To vea^tbe gonius of repose 
• On Death’s majestic shore. 
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No darkness there divides the away 
With starVliiig dawn aij 1 dazzling day ; 

But gloriously ser^e 
Are the iiiterminablc plains ; — 

One lix’d, eternal sunset reigns 
Oicr the wide, silent scene. 

J ciiDiiot dolf all human fear^ 

1 know thy greeting is severe 
To this poor shell of clay ; 

Yet come, O Death ! thy freezing kiss 
jE^inancipates ! thy rest is bliss | 

I would I were away. 

Ftom the German of a Lucr. 

magdaIene’s hymn, 

rnoM ‘‘the city of the pi.acce,’’ 

air death breathes through our souls, 
«The dead all round us tie ; 

3y day and night the death-bell tolls, 

And says, “ Prepare to 

The face that in \he morning sun 
We thought so wondVous fair, 

Hath faded, ere b's crurse was run, 
Beneai}%,it$ golden hair. 

4 

[ see the olA man in his grave 
With thin locks silv’ry-grey^ 

I see the child’s bright tresses wave 
, Iiii^he cold breath of the cl^. 

Tlf'e lof'ing ones we lov’d ^he best, 

(Like music all are go^e ! 

And tVe wan moonlight hatjaes in rest 
Their monumental stone. 
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But not when the death-prayer is said 
The life of^ife departs ; 

Tlic body in j^he grave is laid, 

'Its be^ty in our hearts. 

At holy midnight voices sweet 
Like fragrance fill the room, 

And l]^ippy ghosts witli noiseless feet 
Come bright'ning from the tomb. 

We know who sends the visions bright, 

I'^’om whose dear side they came ! 

—We veil our eyes before thy light, 

We bless our Saviour’s name! 

This frame of dust, ^Jiis fSeble breath 
The plague may soon destroy; 

We think on Thee, and feel in death 
A deep and awful joy. 

Dim is the iight of vanish’d* yeais 
In the glory yet to come ; 

! 0 foolish tears ! 

When Jesus calls us home. 

• 

Xiike children for sonui bauble fair 
That weep themselves to rest ; 

We part with fife — awake ! and there 
The jewel in our hreasfl 

WILSON. 


^HE VILLAGE CLERGYMAN. 

Near yonder copse, where^once the gai’deo smil’d, 
And still where/many a garden now ’I'grow^i friUl ; 
l^re, wheoe a few torn shrubs die place disclose, 
The viljage preacher’s modest mansion rose, * 
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A man he was to all the country dear, 

And passing rich Orith forty pounds a year ! 
Keinote from towns he ran his|[^odIy race, 

Nor e’er had chan^'M, nor wish’d to cF.,uige hJs jdarr. 
Unskilful he to lawn, oj; seek for power, 

By doc+rinea fashion’d to the varying hour ; 

Far other aims his heart had learn’d to prize, 

More bent to raise the wretched than t j rise ; 

His house was known to all the vagrant train, 

He chid their wand’riiigs, but relieved their pain ; 
The long-reinember’d beggar was his guest, 

Whose beard descending swept his aged brei'st ; 
The ruin’d spendthrift now no longer pro'ud. 
Claim’d kindred there, and had his claim allow’d , 
^he broken soldier kindly bade to stay, 

Sat by his fire, and talked the night away ! 

Wept o’er his wounds, or tales of sorrow done, 
Shoulder’d his crutch, and show’d how fields were 
• «^n. * 

Pleas’d tfith his guests, the go(M man learned to 
And quite forgot their vices in their woe; [ghnv, 
Careless their merits or their faults 
Ilis pity gave, e’er charity began. 

Thus to relieve the wretched was his pride. 

And ev’n his tailings loan’d on virtue’s side ; 

But in his duty prompt at ev’ry call. 

He watch’d and wept, he pray’d an4 felt for all. 
And, as a bird, each fond endearment tricsj 
To tempt his new fledg’d offspring tu'the skies ; 
He try’d each art, reprov’d each dull delay, 
Allur’d to brighter worlds, and led Ih way. 

Beside fne b'ed. where parting Jife was laid, 

Arid borrtfw, guilt, and pain, by Wns disix^ay’d : 

If' The rev’rend cfuampion stood.* At Kis czintrol,' 

^ Despair and anguish fled the trembling roul ; 
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( (untoi’t cainodown tho Ireniblirig wretch to raise, 
\ii(J Iiirs last ialiiYiig accdtits AvJiis|»er’d praise. 

At fhurch |vitFJ meek and uiiaftVcled grace, 

II is looks adorn’d the venerahlt* jdace: 

Truth from his lips prevail’d with double sway, 
And fools who r.arne to .seolf, reni.iiij’d to pbay. 

The servir^pa^t, around the pious man, 

With ready zeal each honest rustic ran ; 

I'jv’u childieu follow’d with endeiiring wile, 

And jduek’d his gown, tos hare the good man’s 
I lis r^ady smile a parent’s warmtli exprest, [smile. 
I'heir vrlfare jdeas’d him, and their cares distrest ; 
To them his heart, his love, his griefs were giv’u, 
Ihit all his serious thoughts had rest in heuv’ii. 

As some tall clilf, that lifts its awful form, 

Swells from the vale, and midway leaves the storm, 
'fho’ round its breast the rolling clouds arc spread, 
Eternal sunshine settles on its hcarl. 

GOLDSMITH. 


RROVIDENCC. 

Con moves in a mysterious way 
lli.s wonders to perfoim; 

He plants His footstep*? in the sea, 
And rides upon the Atorm. 

D^p in unfathomable mines 
or never- failing skill, 

He treasures up His bright desigs^, 
And ^orks His sov’reigi? will. 

Ye fearfpl saints, fj*esh pcaraA take ; 
The clouds, ye so much dread, * 

Ard’hig with mercy and tihall break 

• In blessings on your head. 
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Judge not the Lord by feeble sense, 

But trust Hiln for Ilis grace ; 

Behind a frowning pro>tdence 
He hides a smiling face. ' ’ 

His purposes w?il ripen fust, 

Uiilolding ev’ry hour; 

The bud may have a hitter last^e, 

But sweet will be the llow’r. 

Blind unbelief is sure to err, 

And scan His worhs in vain; 

God is his own interpreter, 

And he will make it plain. 

cov^ rj' a. 


WISDOM AND VIRTUE SOUGHT FROM' (iOD 

^triy^AtE and universal Light ' 

Fountain of reason ' Judg^ of right! 
I’arent of good! whose blessings flow 
On all above, and all below 

Without whose kinnl directing ray, 

In everlasting night we stray, 

From passion still to passion tost, 

And in a maze of error lost; 

Assist md, Lord, to act, to be, 

What nature and thy laws decref ; 
Worthy that intellectual flaiiie '** 

Which from thy breathing Spirit came. 

My mortal freedom to mainlain, 

Bid passfba serve, and reason reign, 
'^elf-^is’d, and independent still 
On this fvorld’s Yaryiog'good Sr ill. 
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No slave to profit, shajpne, or fear, 

O may my steadfast bosom* bear 
The stamp otfieav’n, an honest heart, 

Above the mean disguise of art. 

May my expanded soul disdain 
The narrow view, the selfish ^im; 

But with a C'hristian zeal embrace 
Whate’er is Iriendly to my race. 

() Father ! gi’ace and virtue grant ! 

No more I wish, no more I want: 
lo^iuiow, to serve thee, and to love, 
fs peace below, is bliss above. 

HENUT HOORIi. 


MORNING 

When day-light breaks, and sh^d'^^h^s rays 
abroadf ^ 

Turn from tlie splendour of his sunny glow ; 
Lei ihy’sAl leave the eai*th, and soar to God, 
As the sweet Howe/’ turns to the sun below'. 
And drinks the blessed rays which from hisl^right- 
ness flow. 

Oh ! lot not nature’s praises^ soar on high, 

• Ere thy lips open with its rijorning pray’r ; 
Let not the larks shrill mii^ic fill the sky, 
Ere^/yh4;^art lifts its aspirations #iere; 

But let tiie dawn of morn thy orisons declare. 

Morn fs thjy time, to see thy pray ’rs' begun ; 

For morning hymn’d the iroung Creation’s 
hirth ; 

And the^rave open’d with thri morning sun, 
Wbjen man’s redevnption was complete on earth * 
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And morn shall seo our God in judgement comirii; 
forth. 

Serve God at morn, that soTeini^ hallow’d hour, 
When nature wakes, as from the sleep of death, 
Wlien the glad song’ trom mountain, grove, and 
bowOr, [iieaith, 

Is heard through heaven, and on the earth he- 
Serve God, let him receive thy morning’s early 
breath. 

Happy the day, whose first beam bears thy song 
On his bright wing, up to the gate of heaveu, 
Where thy faint praises mingle with tiiat throng, 
Who rest not from their hallelujahs mom or 
even, , 

To whom the glorious palm of victory is given. 

Happy the day, whose hours are thus begun ; 

A from storms, and every tempest free, 
Thoi^h clouSs may rise, the splendour of the sun 
Will make the doi’kness and the shadows Hee, 
As mist from mountain tops when«i:h» y the iiac i..- 
ing see. 

Happy the day,— there’s promise in its close ; 

A brighter promise thap the morning gave; 
For when its sunset o’er creation throws 
A lustre, (And then sparkles on the wave, 

Its parting beam s&allrest all glorious on thy grave. 

■WEIIl. 


CHRIST’S Passions. 

b 

No moreV)f ehrthly ipihjects sing ; 

^ ^^0 leaven, my muse, aspire ; 

.Jo raise the sbug, charge ev’ry stririg, 
And strike the IWingdyr'i. 
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Bffifin, in lofty numbers show 
Th’ Eternal King’-s ui.'fath^M love. 

Who jeigiis th>‘ Sovereign God above, 

And snj'ers'on the cross below. 

IVodigions pile of wonders ! rais’d too high 
For the dim ken of frail mbilality. 

What numbers shall 1 bring iflong ? 

From ^henoe shall T begin the song. 

'I'he mighty mystery I’ll sing, inspir’d, 

Bej'ond the reach of human wisdom wrought, 
Beyond the compass of an .‘ingers thought, 

How by the rage of man has God expir’d. 

I’ll nuikc3the trackless depths of mercy known, 
ll<tw to redeem his foe God render’d up his Son; 
rj] raise my voice to tell mankipd 
The victor’s conquest o’ef his doom ; 

How in the grave he lay confin’d, 

To seal more sure the rav’nous tomb. 

Three days, th’ infernal empire to subdue,-; ^ 

He pass’d triumphant thioiigh the coasts of woe ; 
With his own dart the tyrant Death he s?ew, 

Ld lE^lI faptive through her realms below. 
A mingled sound from Calvary I hear, 

And the loud tumult thic^cens on my ear. 

The shouts of murd’rers, that insult the slain, 
The voice of tormeiitf and the shileks of pain. 

I cast my eyes with hoiTor:;^up 
To the curst mountain’s gyiltf top ; 

See there ! ywhom hanging in the midst 1 view ! 
Ah ! ^>v?'^like the other two ! 

I stT him iigh above his foes, 

And gtntly mending from the w'dbd ’ 

His head pity down to tlyise^ 

Whose guilt conspires to sfted ffis bloed. 

His wide extended arms J see ^ 

Transfix’tl with naijy^^nd fasten’d to the tree. 
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Man, senseless man! canst thou look on, 

Nor make thy Sifivioat’a pains thy own? 

The rajee oV all thy grief esJ rt, 

Rend thy garments and thy he^^rt : 

Rcjit thy breast, and grovel low, 

Beneath the burdeif of thy woe ; 

Bleed throd'gh thy bowels, tear thy hairs, 
Breathe galea of sighs, and weep a llpod of tears. 
Behold thy King, with purple lover’d round ; 
Not in the Tyrian tinctures dyed, 

Nor dipt in poison of Sidunian pride ; 

But in his own rich blood that streams from every 
wound. * 

Dost thou not see the thorny circle red ? 

The guilty wreath that hlushes round his bead! 
And with what rageYhe bloody scourge applied 
Curls round his limbs, and ploughs intodiis side. 
At such a sight let all thy anguish rise ; 

Breakup, break up the fountains of thy eyes. 
Here bjd thy tears in gushing torrents 11 ow, 
Indulge thy grief, and give a loose to woe. 

Weep from thy soul, till earth Ite dro w tid j*- - 
Weep, till thy sorrows drench the ground. 
Canst thou, ungrateful man ! bis torments see, 
Nor drop a tear for him, who pours his blood f<u 
thee ? riTT. 


THE ROSE. 

How fair is the Hose ! what a^Yjeautiful Hovv’r ! 

The glojpy of April and Majf ! 

But the leaves are beginning to fade Vn an hour, 
And lC-iey<Ayj[ther and die ii^ a day. 

the rosejias one powei’ful virbje to boast, 
ibove all the flow’rs of tbe field : 
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Wfu'i) its leaves are all ^ad, and fine colours are 
Still Jiow sweet a perfu^ne itj,vill yield, [lost, 

So frail is the yot?[h and the beauty of men, 

Tho' they ^ooin and look gay like the rose ; 
lJut all our fond care to preserve them is vain ; 
Time kills them as fuvSt as he g^es. 

Then I’ll r^ot be proud of my youth or my beauty, 
Since both of them wither and fade ; 

Ilut gain a good name hy well doing my duty : 
Tills will scent like a rose when I’m dead. 

WATTS. 


THE ‘NUNC UUMITTS ' 

’Tis enough — the hour is come : 
T^ow witiiin the silent tomb 
Lot this mortal'frame decay, 
MingledPwiih its kindred clay; 
Since thy mercies, oft of old 
II5' tfiy chosen seers foretold, 
Faithful now and steadlast prove, 
God of truth, and God of love ! 
Since at length my aged eye 
Sees the day-spring fi’cm on high I 
Son of l igliteousiiess, ts* thee, 

Lo ! the nations how^hc-’kiiee ; 
4 nd the realms of distant kings 
(^ff healing of thy wings. 
'Those vfhom death had overspread 
With ^^s dark and dreary l 5 dode> 
Lift the^r eyes, and from.^fars 
Hail the light of Jaoob^s Starj 
Wifllting l;ill the promis^^ji-ay 
. Turn thd^Tjiiijl^irkness into day. 
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See the beams in^psely shed, 

' Shine o’er ^ion’t favour’d head ! 

Never may they li^nce remove, 

God of truth and God oi ! 

MFIUlJt'h 


HYMN. 


When our heads are bow’d with \voe, 
When our bitter tears o’erilow ; 
When we mourn the lost, the dear, 
Gracious Son of Mary, hear ! 


Thou our throbbing’ /lesh hast worii,^ 
Thou our mortal jjriefs hast borne, 
Thou hast shAl tl^* human tear ; 
Gracious Sou of Mary, hear ! 


When the sullen death-bell tolls 
Koiw>u^ own departed souls ; 
Wh^n our final doom is neaa’, 
Gracious S(Ui of Mary, hear ! 

Thou hast bow’d the dying heacl ; 
Thou the blood of life hast shed ; 
Thou hast fill’d a mortal bier ; 
Gracious Soi| of Mary, li(‘ar ! 


When the hekrt is sad within 
With the ftiouig^ht of all its sin ; 

When the spirit shrinks with fear, 
Grticious Son hf Mary, hea^"^ \ 

Tl^o. tite shame, the grief, tiast Icfit^wn, 
Tho* sins were not Thinrf* own, 
ThouMsf d\digi^d their loaiii to bear, 
Graefous of Mary, hear ! 


HEBMU 
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* HYMN. 

The son of God goes forth to»war, 

A kingly croivn to gain ; * 

His,l)lood-JI;d banner streams afar! 

Who follows in his tfain ? 

Who best can drink his cup of ^oe, 
Triumphant over pain, 

Who patient bears his cross below, 

He follows in his train. 

The martyr first, whose eagle eye 
Cfn^jd pierce beyond the grave ; 

Who saw his Master in the sky, 

And call’d on Him to sav(^ 

• 

Like Him, with pardon on his tongue 
In midst of mortal pain, 

He pray’d fur them that did the wrone * 

Who follows in his train? • 

• 

A glorious band, the chosen few, 

On wlion» the Spirit came ; 

Twelve valiant saints, their hope they knew, 
And mock’d the cross and flame. 

They met tlie tyrant’s brandisji’d steel, 

The lion’s gory iSiane : 

They bow’d their necks, the dea^i to feel ! 
Who follows in their traiht 

A noble imy— men and hoy^ 

The matron a|id the maid) 

Around tHe Saviour’s throne tejoiedr 
In of ligjht array’d)^ 

They climb’d the steep ascent of Heaven, 
Through tieril, /oU, and pain f 


i:.!! 
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thI;S sacred lyre; 


Oh, God ! to US may grace be given 
To follonr in, their train ! 




HYMN. 

Oh, God I my sins are manifold, 

Against my life they cry, 

And all my guilty deeds foregone 
Up to thy temple fly ; 

Wilt Thou release my trembling soul, 

That to despair is driven ? 

“Forgive !” a blessed voice replied,, 

“ And thou shall be forgiven.” 

My focmen, Lord ! are fierce and fell, 

^ They spurn me in their pride. 

They render evil for my good, ‘ 

My patience they deride ; 

t/inse^ ohj^^King ! and be the proud 
To righteous ruin driyeh, 

“ Forgive !“ an awful answer came, 

“ As thou wouldst be forgiven !*’ 

Seven times, oh, Lord ! I pardoned them, 
Seven times they sinn’d again ; 

They practise still to v'ork me woe, 

They triumph in my pain ; 

But let them dread my vengeance now, 

To just i^ntment driven ! 

“ Foi^ve r^the voice of t;hufidcy spake, 

Or iisw be forgiven !“ heser. 

CH/llSTMAS PAY. 

Oh, Saviour, whom this holy mom 
Gave tb oar world h|low 
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To mortal wont and ^abour born, 

And more than mortal Woe ! 

Iiicarnat'^ Word! by every grief, 

By each temptation tried, 

Who liv’d to yield otiV ills relief, 

And to redeem «s, died I * 

If gail/ cloth M and proudly fed, 

In dang’rous wealth we dwell ; 

Remind us of thy manger bed, 

And lowly cottage cell ! 

If, irest by poverty severe, 

In envious want we pine. 

Oh, may thy Spirit whisper near. 

How poor a lot wa^ thine ! 

Through fickle fortune’s various scene 
From sin preserve us free ! 

Like US thou hast a mourner*beeA, 

May we rejoice with Thee ! 

THE STRANGER’S FUNERAL. 

Faa from his home beyond the wave, 

The stranger sicken’d and died ; 

No tears were she^ around his ^ave. 

And there no friend witli sorrpw sigh’d. 

They plac'd him in the lowly tomb ; 

They l|^.d the mould uppn hU breast ; 

Yet nevei! thought an hour wou]4 come 
To wriig an absent parentis breai»lt ' 

Though now the^ mournful task isjlont, 

^ Aiul his l^d the nig^-winds sigh 
Afar, a motlter haUs her son, « 

And iMiiks shei^ bis sparkling eye 1 



THE SACRED LYRE.' 


She thinks, (and hofi^e believes the talc. 

For who couid say it was untrue?) 

When some auspicious fav’rilig gale, 

Will waft him from his long fidieu. 

Oh ! could that sun 'which saw his shroud 
iifar, the haournfiil tale declare, 

Then Hope would^iiik behind a cloud, 

A dreary cloud of dark Desjiair. 

They laid him in the lonely grave, 

Unnoticed there he softly sleeps ; 

Nor will he hear fjom o’er the wave, 

That sori’ow— while a Mother weeps. 

But why ! oh why should sorrow’s tear, 

E’er wring a weeping Mother’s breast ? 

For he who died, though lonely here,. 

Is happy, — and for aye at rest. 

And*thohgh*no parent saw him die, 

Ndi' friendly hand his eyefid clos’d ; 

Om friend beheld him from thip sky, 

And on hu bosom he repos’d. 

It matters not, what distant clime, 

Receives the body’s mould’ring clay ; 

For it shall rise when Death and Time, 

No more wdU tidumph o’er decay. 

' WE IK 


THE ant., 

These e>{ipiets, how little they are id our eyes ! 
We tread them to dust, and a tiv>op of them dies, 
Withdut d'jr^re^rd or concern : 

Ylit^as wise as we ire, if we went to their school, 
There’s man^ a sluggard, and maiey a fool, 

Some lessons of wisdo^l nght l^ra> 
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They don't wear tlieir out in sleeping or play, 
But gather up corn in a sun-sMny day, 

And for winter they lay up their stores. 

They manage ^heir work in such regular forms, 
One would think they foresaw all the frosts and 
the Storms, 

And so brought their food within doors. 

But I have less sense than a poor creeping ant, 

If I take not due care for the things I shall want. 
Nor provide against dangei*s in time : 

When ^eath or old age shall stare in my face, 
What a wretch shall I be in the end of my days, 
If I trifle away all their prime ! 

Now, now, while my beauty and strength are in 
bloom, [shall come, 

Let me think wliat will serve me when sickness 
And pray that my sins be forgiv’n ; 

Let me read in g^od books, and bMie^ and obey, 
That, when death turns me out of this dbttage ol 
T may dwelj in a palace ih heaven, [clay. 

WATTS. 


,MAN. 

How poor ! how rich ! how abject ! how august ! 
How*complicate ! how wonderful is Man ! 

How passing wonder he who made him such J 
Who centred in our make such strange extremes ! 
From ditfei*ent natures marvellously ii\jxt. 
Connexion exqi^site of distant worlds ! 
Distinguish’d link, in being’s radjpst ch®in 
Midway from nothing to the^eity ! 

A beam ethenial sullitHl, and absorb’id ! 

Tho’ sulUedi and d{^dltfior’d, still divine ! 
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Dim miniature of greatfiess absolute ! 

An heir of glory frail child of dust ! 

Helpless immortal ! insect inhnite ! 

A worm ! a god ! I tremble at mysJlf ; 

And in myself dm lostU at home a stranger, 
Thoug^ii wanders up and donn, surpris’d, aghast, 
And wond’ring at her own ; how reason reels ’ 

O what a miracle to man is man ! ' 

Triumphantly distress’d, what joy, what dread ’ 
Alternately transported and alarm’d ! 

What can preserve my life, or what destroy? 

An angel’s arm can’t snatch me from th^ g/ave ; 
Legions of angels can’t confine me there. 

YOUNU. 


A HYMN TO CHRIST JESUS, THE ETERNAL 
LIFE. 

Wt^RE shall the tribes of Adam find 
The sovereign good to fill the ipind ? 

Ye sons of moral wisdom, show 
The spring whence living waters flow. 

Say, will the stoic’s flinty heart 
Melt, and this cordial jiiice impart ? 

Could Plf^o*find these blissful streams, 
Amongst bisVaptures and his dreams? 

In vain I ask; for nature’s power 
Exte^s but to this mortal hour 
’Twasbut a poor relief she gave * 

Agaiflst l£ie,terp^r8 of the grave. 

Jesus, ouE kinsman, and our Giid, 

Array’d in Majesty apiij^lood, 
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Thou art our life ; our souls in thee 
Possess a full felicity^ 


All our J^mmoi'tal hopes are laid 
Til thee, our surety, and our head ; 
Thy cross, thy cradl«, and thy throne, 
Are big with glories yet uuhnown. 


Let i\thei8ts scoff, and Jews blaspheme 
The Lternal Life, and Jesus* name ; 

A word of his Almighty breath 
Dooms the rebellious world to death. 


Biy; let my soul for ever lie 
Beneath the blessings of thine eye ; 
'Tis heaven on car^h, ’tis heaven al 
To see thy face, to t;|ste thy love. 


THE COMPLAINT OF NATURE. 

1'ew are the days, and full /)f » » 

O man Jf woman born ! 

Illy doom is written, ' Dust thou art, 
* Auif shall to dust return.’ 

Determin’d are the days that fly 
Successive o’er thy head; 

The number’c^ hour is on^tbe wing, 
That lays tbfe with th^ dead. 

Alas ! the little day of Ihb ' 

!• shorter than a span; 

Yet black with thousand hidden ilia 
miserable man. 

Gay is tly morning ; flattering Juipe 
Thy sprightly step \%jttehds; • 

But^a(|on the tempest howls^bebiiid, 
And the dark night descends. 


WATTS 
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Before its splendid hour, the cloud 
Comes o’er j-he of light ; 

A pilgrim in a weary land, 

Man tarries but a night. 

Behold ! sad emblem of thy state, 
mThe flowjers that paint the field; 

Or trees, that crown the mountain’s brow. 
And boughs and blossoms yieldi^ 

When chill the blast of Winter blows, 
Away the Summer flies, 

The flowei’s resign their sunny robes, t,. 
And all their beauty dies? 

Nipt by the year, the forest fades; 

And, shakii'ig the wind, 

The leaves toss to and fro, and streak 
The wilderness behind. 

Tbe*Wipter,past, reviving flow’is 
A^ew shall paint the plaii*! ; 

The woods shall hear the voice of Spring, 
And flourish green again : 

But man departs this earthly scene, 

Ah ! never to return ! 

No second sprjng shall e’^r revive 
The ashes the urn.|l^ 

Th’ inexorabki<doors of death 
What hand ton e’er unfold ? 

Who from the cerements of the tomb 
Canj^ise the human mold ? ^ 

The flood that rolls along , 

« Its torrent^' toflhe main, 

Tfie waters lost can ne’er recall 
From that abyss again. ' 
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riu' <lays, tlip years, the ages, dark 
Descending down to night, 

Can never, never be redeem’d 
]3ack Id* the gates of light. 

So man departs the living scene. 

To night’s perpetual gloom j 
The voice of mourning ne’er shall break 
The umbers of the tomb. 

W'iiere are our father’s ? whither gone 
The mighty men of old? 

‘ The pati’iarchs, prophets, princes, kings, 
sacred hooks enroll’d ? 

‘ Gone to the resting-place of man, 

‘The everlasting hchne, * 

' W'liPie ages past have gone before, 

‘ Where future ages come.’ 

Thus nature pour’d the wail of woe, 

And urg’d her earnest cry;* 

Her voice in iigony extreme 
Ascended to the sky. 

Th’ Almighty heard; then from his throne 
In majesty he rose ; 

And from the heaven, that open’d wide, 
His voice in ir^rcy flows. • 

When mortal man resigns his breath, 

* And falls a clod of clay, * 

The sofll immortal wings its flight 
‘ To never-setting day. 

Prepar’d jtjf^ia, for wicked men, 

‘ The bed of forment lies ; 

The just shall enter into bl^iss 
‘ Immoral in the skies.’ 

? 2 


LOGAN. 
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MY BIRTHDAY. 

My birthdayk;’* — wliat a different 80un<]i 
That word had in iny youthful ears ' 

And how, each time the day coiAes round, 
Less and less whi(/i its mark appears ! 

• t- 

When first our scanty years are told, 

It seem.s like pastime to grow old 
And, as 'Voiith counts the shining links, 
That Time ai*ound him binds so last, 
Pleas’d with the task, he little thinks 
How hard that chain will press at la.st. 
Vain was the man, and false as vain,* 

Who said^^— “ were he ordain’d to run 
** His long caiv^er of^iife again, 

** He would do all that he had done.’* — 
Ah ! ’tis not thus the voice, that dwells 
In sober birthdays, speaks to me ; 
Far«oth^rwi|e— ^of time it tells, 

Lavish’d unwisely, careleisly— 

Of counsel mock’d— of talents, made 
Haply for high and pure designs, 

But oft, like Israel’s incense, laid 
Upon unholy, earthly shrines — 

Of nursing many a wrong desire — 

Of wandertng after L*,vc too far, 

And taking ffvery meteor fire, 

That cross’d my path- way, for his st&r! 
Ail this it tells, and, could I trac^ 

Th’ imperfect picture o’er again, ' 

With power to add, retouch, efface, 

lights and shades, tfie^ioy knd pain, 


' • c 

* Femienelle.^** SI je recommcangais iga carricre, jc (vuv 
tout ce que j’ai fait/’ 
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flow little of the past would stay ! 

How quickly all shoulu* luelt^ away— 

All — but that Freedom of the Mind, 

\Vhich liftth been more than wealth to me ; 
Those friendships, in my boyhood twin’d, 

And kept till now ufichangiugly, 

Aiid*that dear home, that saviAg ai'k, 

Whenj^e Love’s true light at last I’ve foiuid, 
Cheering within, when all grows dark, 

And comfortless, and stormy round! 

MOORk. 


searching after god. 

My God, i love and ^ adore; 

But souls that love, wojild know thee more. 
Wilt thou for ever hide, and stand 
Behind the labours of thy hand ? 

Thy hand unseen sustains the poles 
On which this huge creation qro11» : 

The starry arch proclaims thy power> 

Thy pencil glows in every flower: 

In thousand shapes and colours rise 
Thy painted wonders to our eyes ; 

While beasts and birds with lab’ring throats, 
Teach us a God in thousand notes. 

'Die meanest plfS in Nuture^s frame, 

^Hi'ks out some letter of thj^ pame. 

Where sense can reach, orltancy rove,. 
From^ill to hill, from field to grove, * 
Across the waves, around the sky, 

There not spot, or deep or hig\ 

Where ^^Mf^Creator has not trod, 

And left the footstep of a p<i»d? ^ 

But are his footsteps all that we 
Boor grov’lling Worms, must Idiow or see ? 
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U’hou Maker of my vital frame, 

Unveil thy lace, proiiOunee thy name, 

Shine to my ^ig^lit, and let the ear 
Which thou hast form’d, thy laiig^’age heaj 
Where is thy residence ? Oh, why 
Dost thou avoid my starching eye, 

My flmging sAise? Thou Great Uiikniwn 
Say, do the clouds conceal thy throne 
Divide, ye clouds ! and let me see * 

The Power that gives me leave to he. 

Or art thou all diffus’d abroad 
Through boundless space, a present God, v. 
Unseen, unheard, yet ever near? 

Whjit shall I do to find I’hec here ? 

Js there not someemy^teVious art 
'I’o 1‘eeJ thy presence at my heart? 

To heai' thy whispers soft and kind, 

In holy silence of the mind ? 

Thewrfst i^y thoughts; nor longer roam 
In ques| of joy, for heaven’s at home. 

But, oh ! thy beams of warmest ^ove ! 

Sure they were made for woidds above. 

How shall my soul her powers extend, 
Beyond where time and nature end, 

To leach those heights, thy best abode, 

And meet thy kindest smiles^^my God ? 
What shall I dy f I wait thy call; 
Pronounce the woW, my Life, my All. 

O for i wing to bear me far 
Beyond the golden morning-star ! 

'Pain wqjjjy^ I trace th' immortaj way,j 
That leads to courts of endless day! r . 

Where the*Crilatcr stands confess’d, 

In fairest glories dress’d, 

shining ifpirit help me rise, 
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(jnne wait a strawgor ,thro’ the skies; 
liless’d Jesus' meet me on the road, 

Fii’st offspring of th* eternal God ; 

TLy liaiid^hall lead a younger son; 

Clothe me with vestures yet unknown, 

And place me near my Father^ throne.* 

WATTS. 


RETIREMENT. 

Far from the world, O Lord, I dee, 

^ from strife and tumult far; 

Fj’oin scenes where Satan wages still 
His most success^il war. 

• 

The calm retreat, the silent shade, 

With pray’r and praise agree ; 

And seem by thy sweet bounty made, 

For those who follow thee. 

1 

There, if thy Spirit touch the soiiJ, 

And gvace her mean abode, 

Oh, with what peace, and joy, and love, 
She communes with her God ! 

Thei'e like the nightingale pouis 
Her solitary^ays, ^ 

Nor asks a witness of her sorg, 

Nor thirsts for human p*raise. 

A uthor and guardian ot my iite. 

Sweet source of life divine, 

And (AilJmrftioniQUB names in oneT* 

My iSamony, thou art minf ! 

What thanks 1 owe thee, and what love, 
A bouAdless, endless store, 
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Shall echo through t]!;ie realms above 
When time shall be no wore. 

( rra. 


mMN 

Prahe to Jehovah. 

Sing to the Lord with jojful voice, 

Let every land his name adore ; 

Ye favour’d British isles, rejoice, 

And sound his jmiise from shore to Hho"®. 

Nations, attend before his throne, 

With solemn {ear and sacred joy ; 

Know that the Loi d is God alone ; 

He can creale and he destroy. 

His pow’rful word, which all things made, 
GavV life to*c}tty and form’d us men . 

And, v'hen like waud’ring sheep we stray'd, 
He brought us to his fold again. 

We are his people, we his care, 

Our souls, and all our mortal frame ; 

What lasting honours shall we rear. 

Almighty M-ker ’ to tbj^^narae. 

We'll crowd tdiy l^ates with thankful songs, 
High as the Heavens our voices raise ; 

And earth, with her ten thousand toc^ues, 
Shall fill thy courts with sounding praise. 

Widt-ar ibe world is thy command * 

Vast ps ejigroiity thy lore j 

Rrga aB<a rcdt thy truth must stand, 

When rol|jiii^ years shall cease tp move. 

n ATrs. 
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THE VIRl'HN’S CRADLE-HYMN. 

SiEEP, sweet babe ! my caies beguiling : 
Mother sits beside thee smiling ; 

JSleep, Ay darling, tenderly ! 
lt‘ thou sleep not, motjier inournetb, 
Singing as her wheel she turiieth; 
Tome, soft slumber, balmily ! 


THE chapel of WILLIAM TELL. 

IV^RK this holy chapel well ! 

Tin# Birth-place, this, of Wh,liam Tkli,, 

Here, where stands God’s altar dread. 

Stood his parents’ nubiTiag^-bed. 

<• 

Here first, an infant to her breast, 

Him his loving mother prest; 

And kiss’d the babe, and bless’d the day, 

And pray'd^as mothers use Jo psay. * * 

' % 

“ Vouchsafe him health, O God ! and give 
The ehiW thy servant still to live !” 

But God hath dfstln’d to do more 
Through him, than through an armed power. 

God gave him reverence of laws, 

Yet stirring bfSod in Freeaom’s cause — 

/l spirit to his rocks akin, . 

The eye of the Hawk, aifd fire therein ! 

To ‘^aWe and to Holy Writ 
Alone did God the boy commit ; 

Wh€?e toh^d and roar’d the tori't^ oft 
His souTfoi^nd wings, and sqgr’tlialoft ! 

llie straining oar and chamois chiBse 

Had form’d his limbs to strength and grace : # 
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Oil wave and wind the boy would toss, 
Was great, nor kj^ew JSow great he was [ 

He knew not that his ehosen hand, 

Made strong by God, his native lafid 
Would rescue from the shameful yoke 
Of Si'wery rthe which he broke ' 


AT A SOLEMN MUSIC. 

Blest pair of Sirens, pledges of heaven's joy, 
Sphere born, harmonious sisters, Voice and Y,er.sc. 
Wed your divine sounds, and mix’d powers nploy, 
Dead things with inbreathed sense able to pierce ; 
And to our higli-rais’d phantasy present 
That undisturbed song df pure consent, 

Aye sung before the sapphire -colour’d throne 
To Him that sits thereon, 

With saintly shout^ and solemn jubilee ; ’ 

Where the bright seraphim, in burning row 
Their loud*Vip-liftcd angel-trumpets blow ; 

And the cherubic host, in thousand quires. 

Touch their immortal harps of golden wires, 

With those just sp’rits that wear victorious palms. 
Hymns devout and holy psalms 
Singing everlastinglj|;i : 

That we on earth, nndiscor^ing voice, 

May rightly answer Jhat melodious noise ; 

As once we did, till disproportion'd sin 
Jarr'd^agmnst nature’s chime, and with'%%li dm 
the fair music that all creatures made 
To their ,^piat Lord> whose love <• their ^motions 
•In perfect di^pas^n, whilst they [sway’d 

In obedience, afhdctheir state of good. 

O, may we soon again renew that songv 
’ Ati4 keep in tune with heaven, till God ere long 
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To his celestial concert us ignite, 

J’o live with him, and sing in endless morn of light! 

MILTON. 


THE BURIAL *ANTHEM. 

« 

lliiOTHER, thou art gone before us, 
Andathy saintly soul is flown 
Where tears are wi])’d from every eye, 
AndsoiT’ovv is unlciiown. 

From the l)urthen of the flesh, 

«iAnd from care and fear releas’d, 

Wh^’e the wricked cease from troubling, 
And the weary are at rest. 

The toilsome way thoii^t travell’d o’er, 
And borne the heavy load, 

But Christ hath taught thy languid feet 
To reach his blest abode ; 

Thpu’rt sleeping now, like Lazaihs 
^Jpon his father’s breast, 

Where th^ wicked cease from troubling, 
And the weary are at rest. 

Sin can never taint thee now*, 

Nor doubt thy faith assai^ 

Nor thy meek mist in Jesus Christ 
^And the Holy Spirit fail/* 

And there thou’rt sure to meet the good, 
Wl|9m on earth thou lovedst best, x 
Where the wicked cease from ti'oubling, 
And^the w(fary are at rest. 

“ Earth^o*eai|th,” and “ dust t# d« 3 t/^ 
The solemn priest hath^safd, 

So we la$ the turf above thee i^w 
Agd we seal thy narrow bed : 
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But tby spirit, bijother, soars away 
Among tbe faithful blest, 

Where the wicked cease from troubling, 

And the weary are at rest.* 

^ MILMAN. 

ON* THE ETf^RNITY OF THE SUPREME BEING. 

Hail, wond’rous Being, who in powir supreme 
Exists from everlasting ! whose great name 
Deep in the human heiui;, and ev'ry atom 
The Air, the Earth, or azure Main contains, 

In undecj'phcr’d characters is wrote— 
Incomprehensible /— O what can words, * 

The weak interpreters of mortal thoughts, 

Or what can though^j^ ftho’ wild of wing they rove 
Thro‘ the vast concave of th’ lethereal round)? 

If to the Heav’n of Hcav’ns they wing their way 
Advent’rous, like the birds of night they’re lost, 
And? dfilug’4 im the Rood of dazzling day.^ 
Maytthen the youthful, uninspired BaflP 
Presume to hymn th* Eternal? may he soar 
Where Seraph and where Cherubim on high 
Resound th' unceasing plaudits, and with them 
In the grand chorus mix his feeble voice ? 

He may — if thou, who from the witless babe 
Ordainest hono&r, glory, stfvnglb, and praise, 
Uplift th’ unpifiion’d Muse, and deign’stto assist, 
Great Poet of tHb Universe ! his song. 

BUffore this earthly Planet wound ^er course 
l^nd Light’s perennial fountain ; before Light 
Herse^gan shine, and at th' inspiring word 
Shot'Co jBxistence In a blaze of 
BefdKme Morning- Stars togbther sang, 
Alm^acrd Thee Architect of countless worlds, 
Tlioa art— All-glorious, All-beneftcent, 
i AU Wisdom and Omnipotence — Thou*art. 
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But is the sera of Creatfon, fix'd 
At when these worlds began ? Co aid aught retard 
Goodness, that knows no bounds, from blessing ever; 
Or keep th’ immense Artificer in sloth ? 

Avaunt the dust-directed crawling thought, 

>*l’hat Puissance imineasurably vast, ,, 

And Bounty iiicoiicoivable, could rest 
Content, exhaisted with one week of action ! 

No— in th’ exertion of thy righteous pow’r, 

Ten thousand times more active than the Sun, 
Thou reign’d and with a mighty hand compos’d 
Systems •innumerable, matchless all, 

All stampt^with thine uncounterteited seal. 

But yet (if still to more stupendous heights 
The Muse iinbalm’d her acfii^g sense may strain) 
l’erhai>s wrapt up in coiitemplatiou deep, 

The best of Beings on the noblest theme 
Might ruminate at leisure, scope immense ! 

Th’ E^jual Pow’r and Godhead to explore, 

And nif||itself th’\)mniscient Mind leplek. 

This were enou^ to fill the boundless All, 

This were a Saboath worthy the Supreme ! 
Perhaps enthron’d amidst a choicer few 
Gf spirits inferior, he might greatly plan 
The two prime Pillars of the Universe, 

Creation and liedemf*v!on— and awhile 
Pause — with the giaiid presen timdrtts of glory, 
J^erhaps^but all’s conjecture herl below, 

All ignorancft, and sell-plum’d vanity — 

O Thou, whose ways to wonder at’s distrust, 
Whom to de^ribe’8j»resumption (all we can, 
^nd all we be glorified, be prais’d. 

A day shall come A^hen all this eavtbMshiUl perisb, 
Nor leave behind ev’n Chaos ; it shall co^, 
When all the aitnies of the elements o 
Shall war gainst themselves, and mutual rage,| 
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To make Perdition t^-iumph ; it sliall come, 

When the capacious atmosphere above 
Shall in sulphureous thunders groan, and die, 

And vanish into void ; the earth lieneath 
Shall sever to the cei^tre, and devour 
Tb’*enox’mou^ blaze of the destructive flames. 

Ye rocks that mock the ravifigs of tlie floods, 

And proudly frown upon Ih’ impati«Mit deep, 
W^here is your grandeur now ? Ye J'oaming waves, 
That all along th’ immense Atlantic roar, 

In vain yc swell; with a few drops suffice 
To quench the inextinguishable fire ? *•. 

Yc mountains, on whose cloud -crown^^d tops the 
Are lessen’d into shrubs magnific piles, [cedars, 
That prop thfe i)nint|d 'chamber of the heavens, 
And fix the earth continual ; Athos, where ? 
Where, TenerifTe, *s thy stateliness to-day ? 

What, iEtua, ai*e thy flames to these ? No more 
ThanHhe pooM glow- worn to the golden 
Noi«»shall the verdant vallc]^s then 
Safe in their meek submission ; they thcaebt 
Of nature and of justice too mmsf pay. 

Yet I must weep for you, ye rival fair, 

Arno and Andalusia ; but for thee 

More largely, and with filial tears must weep, 

O Albion ! O Iny country4**Thoii must join, 

In vain dissevered from the rest, must join 
The terrors of th’ inevitable ruin. • 

^jr thou, illustrious monarch of t^e day; 

IjjjSlr thou, fair queen of night ; nor you, ye stars, 
"^Tho’ million leagues and million still remote, 
Shalf^t survive that day ; ye submit, 
Sharers, *noli b^jght spectatorsvof the scene. 

*Bi*it ^ho* the esftrth shall to the centre perish, 
Nor leave behind ev’n Chaos ; tha£ the air 
With all the elements must pass away,^ 



TP^: SACRED LYRE. 


141 


Vain ns an idiot's dream; tho’ the huge rochs, 
That hraridisb the tall cedai^ on ^heir tops, 

With humbler vales must to perdition yield ; 

Tho’ the gilt sun, and silver- tressed moon, 

With all her bright retinue must be lost : 

,^^"et thou, Great Father of the world, surviv’st 
Eternal, as thou wert. Yet still siA’vives 
The soul of i^an immortal, perfect now, 

And candidate for imexpirlug joys. 

He eomes ! he comes I the awful trump I hear ; 
'fhe Hauling sword’s intolerable blaze 
I see ! T\e comes* th’ Archangel from above. 

“ Arise, y» tenants of the silent grave, 

Awake incorruptible, and arise : 

From east to west, from the Antarctic pole 
“ 'lo regions Hyperborean, aA ye sons, 

“ Ye sous of Adam, and ye heirs of heaven— 

“ Arise, yc tenants of the silent grave, 

Awake incorruptible, and arise.” ^ , 

’Tisj||feu, nor scimei*, that the resilell:s mind 
Shall itself at home ; and like the ark,* 

Fix’d on the maintain top, shall look aloft 
O’er the vague passage of precarious life ; 

And wings and waves, and rocks and tempests, past, 
Enjoy the everlasting calm of Heaven : 

’Tis then, nor sooner^hat the defthless soul 
Shall justly know its nature and it§rise: 

’Tis than the human tongue, nevj- tun’d, shall give 
^Traises mor^ worthy the Eternal ear. 

Yet what we can, we ought and therefore 
Purge Thou my hearty Omnipotent and good ! \, 
A'Piirge Thou%iv lieart, wdth hyssop, lest, l^^^^X^ain, 
I offer fruitless* flacryfice, and with gifts 
Offend, and not propitiate the Add^’o. 

Tho’ Gratitude, were blest with all the po?refs 
Her burstipg heart could long for ; tito’ the swift, 
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The fiery wing’d Imagination soar’d 
Beyond Ambitiipn’s ivish — yet all were vain 
To speak him as he is, who is ineffable. 

Yet still let Reason thro’ the eye^pf Faith 
View him with fearf ul love ; let Truth pronounce, 
And adoration on her bended knee, 

With heav’n-directed hands, ronless bis reign, 
And let the angelic, archangelic band, 

With all the host of Heav’n, cherufiic forms, 

And forms seraphic, with their silver trump 
And golden lyres attend “ For thou art holy, 

“ For thou art one, th’ Eternal, who almie 
Exertl all goodness, and transcends all praise ! ’ ’ 

SMAKT. 


THE IGNORANCE OF MAN, . 

Behold yon new-born infant griev’d 
* Wr£h Iftinger, thirst, and pain ; 

'K'lat asks to have the wants relicv’l 
It knows not to complain^ 

Aloud the speechless suppliant cries. 
And utters, as it can, 

The woes that in its bosom rise, 

And speak its natui^ -— man. 

re 

That infant, whose advancing hour 
Life’s various sorrows try ; ^ 

( Sad proof of sin’s transmissive pow’r) 
That infant, Lord, am 1. 

A childhood yet my tho^^ght^vonfess, 
Though: lopg in years mature ; 

‘Ujukuowing whence I feel distress, 
And* where, or what, its cure. 
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A iithor of ^ood ! to thee I turn ; 

Thy ever- wakeful 
Alone can all my wants discern ; 

Thy ha|id alone supply. 

O let thy fear within me dwell, 

Thy love my footsteps guidi ; 

That love shall vainer loves expel ; 

That>fear all fears heiide. 

And, oh ! by error’s force suhducd, 

Since oft my stubborn will 
Prepost'rous slums the latent good, 

Alid grasps the specious ill ; 

Not to uiy wish, butQto my want, 

Do thou thy gifts apply ;* 

UnaskM, what good thou knowest, grant ; 
What ill, tho’ ask’d, deny. 

MEKRICE. 


ON THE DEATH OF THE REV. MR KENNETH 
llAYNE, GREENOCK. 

Ir sorrow’s holiest tears could bring 
Thy spirit from its native skies, 

Then might we lioi»e that pUy^ wing 
Would waft thee hack from paradise ! 
Bul»all our sorrow is unknown, 

In that blest place where thou art gone. 

♦ 

Farewell ! farewell ! beloved shade,— 

Long i^all thy memory linger he^e^^ 

Till they jbbat lov’d thee too are dead* 

And mingling in another spkeib ; ^ 

Where death’s cold hand can never tearr* 

The ties thit bound us shortly here. 
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Oh ! happy was that change to thee, 

When death appear’d without a frown ; 
And life — and immortality — 

Display’d thy bright unfading^jcrown ! 

For thou wert faithful to the call, 

Which rais’d thee a^ a guide to all. 

'■ o 

Well may they weep, who round thee hung,— 
The church shaM long thy loss d&plore ; 

For oh that heart is cold,— that tongue 
On earth, shall praise our God no more ; 
For thou hast join’d the hosts above, 

Who triumph through redeeming lov(j^^ 

No more by care and sorrow woi’ii, 

Thy voice reprove.^ each dull delay ; 

And oh ! no more shall they who mourn, 
Hear thy kind voice in sorrow’s day : 

And who shall them conduct and guide, 

Oii life’s teniijcstuous swelling tide ? 

Stilt trust in God !” our hearts may iJeai* 
The parting words— the last gave, 

When death’s cold hand was ling’ring near 
Which brought him quickly to the grave ! 
That bed from which none shall arise, 

Till heaven’s [ast thunder rends the skies. 

Then, may oHv souls devoutly think, 

From life ont step divides the tomb ; 

W>*’re standing on an awful brink, « 

^ And moments soon will seal our doom - 
Yes ! ^1 who mourn his sudden caj.1, 

Mus^* soon ohey-^-^it speaks to all 


wjK*a. 
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TJ-IE I’EMALJ SUICIDE. 

She Iprt lipr irifiuit on the Sunaay morn, 

A cj’eature doom’d to shame ' in sorrow born ; 

A thin> that hiiiguish’d, nor arrived at a^c, 

Wlicii the man’s thoughts Vith sin and pi^in en- 
gage— 

Sfie came not home to share our humble meal, 
llei- lather IhinUing what his child would feel 
Fr(u)i his hard siojtence — still she come not home. 
'I'lie night grew dark, and yet she was not come ; 
The east wind roar’d, the sea return’d the sound, 
Anil tfH'nTain fell as if the world were drown’d: 
There were no lights without, and my goodman, 
To kindness frighten’d, writh a groan began 
To talk of Ruth, and pray ,** ana then he took 
The IJlhle down, and read the holy book; 

For he had learning : and when that was done 
We sat in silence — whither could we run ? , 

We said, and thei^ rush’d fiighteii’d from the door, 
For we could bear our own conceit no m(?re ; 

We call’d on mighbours — tlhereshe had not been ; 
We met some wand’rers — ours they had not seen ; 
We hurried o’er the. beach, both north and south, 
Then join’d, and wander’d to our haveu’s mouth: 
Where rush’d the filing waters wildly out, 

I scareely heard the goodman’s fe^jjful shout, 

Who siiw a something on the biljow ride, 

'And — Heaven have mercy on our sins ! he cried, 
It is my child ' — and to the present hour 
So he believes — and spirits have the powjcr. 

And she v."»as gone ! the waters wide^tjud deep 
Kidl’d o’er her ljo(fy as she lay as&ep. * , 

Slift heard no more the angry waves and wffid, 

She heard no more the threat’ning of mankind ; 
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Wrapt in daiE weeds, the lefuse of the storm, 

To the hard rock ,was home her comely form ! 

But O ! what storm was in that mind ? what strife. 
That could compel her to lay downf-ber life? 

For she was seen within the sea to wade, 

By ore at distance, when she first had pray’d ; ^ 

Then to a rock within the hither shoal 
Softly and with a feaiful step she stoje ; 

Then, when she gain’d it, on the top she stood 
A moment still — and dropt into the flood ! 

The man cried loudly, but he cried in vain, — 

She heard not then— she never heard again ' 

She had, pray, Heav’n '—she had that w^orld in 
sight, ^ 

Where frailty mercy'Unds, and wrong has right ; 
But sure, in this, her portion such has b^en. 

Well had it still remain’d a world unseen ! 

( IIAV.BI . 


HYMN, 


How are thy servants blest, 0 I<ord ' 
How sure is their defence ! 

Eternal wj^doin is their guide, 

Their help omnipotel^oc. 


In foreign fealms, and lands remote,* 
Supported by thy oare, 

Tl^rough burning climes I past unhurt, 
And breath'd in tainted air. ^ 


Tl%' n^er^ sweeten’d ev^^ry 8o\l,' 
*, 4 ^ Made every region please ; 

Hie hyary Alpine hills it warm’d, 
And smooth’d the Tyrrhene seas. 
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Thiifk, O my soul, devoutly think, 

How with affrighted i^^es 

Thou saw’st the wide extended deep 

, In all its horrors rise I 

Coniusioii dwelt in ‘every face, 

And fear in ev’ry heart,* 

When waves on waves, and gulphs in gulphs, 
Overcame the pilot’s art. 

Yet then from all my griefs, 0 Lord, 

Thy mercy set me free ; 

Wdiile in the confidence of pray’r 
My soul took ^Id on thee. 

f 

For though in dreadfkil wliirls we hung 
High on the broken wave, 

I knew thou wert not slow to hear, 

Nor impotent to save. 

The storm was laid, the winds retitM 
Obedy;nt to thy will ; 

The sea, that roar’d at thy command, 

At thy command was still. 

In midst of dangers, fears, and deaths, 

Thy goodiiiHs I’ll adore ; 

And praise thee for thy me'/^ies past, 

* And humbly hope for Aore. 

My life, if thou preserv’st my life. 

TW sacrifice shall be ; 

Aud ^ath, if death must be my dooni^ 

Shall join* my soul to 

» A"on. 
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THE COriMON LOT 

Once, in the flight of ages past, 

There liv’d a man : — and wuoiwas he? 

— IVIortiil ' howe’er tliy Jot be cast, 

'^hat Man resembled Tliee. 

Unknown the regions of his birth, 

Tlie land in which he died unkn*,wii ; 

His name has perish’d from the earth, 

This truth survives alone 

That joy, and grief, and hope, and fear.r, 
Alternate triumph’d in his breast ; ' 

His bliss and woe, — a Haaile, a tear ’ 
—Oblivion bides the rest. 

Tlie bounding pulse, the languid limb, 

The chaiigitig spirits’ rise and fall ; 

\Vg Itiiow that these were felt by him, 

Tor these are felt by all. r 
c ^ 

He suffer’d — but his pangs are o’er ; 

Enjoy’d— but his delights are* fled; 

Had friends — his friends are now no more ; 
And foes — his foes are dead. 

He lov’d, — btt whom he lov’d, the grave 
Hath ]ost«'ri its unconscious womb : 

O she was faiii’ hut nought could save . 

] fer beauty from the tomb. 

r 

He savv whatever thou hast seen ; 
Encounter’d all that troul^les th^e: 
lie w^s — whatever thou hast been; 

Hejs t^hat thou shalt be.* 

The rolliivg seasons, day and nig^t, 

Gun, moon, and stars, the earth apd main, 
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Ei p while his jmrtion, Hfe and light, 

To him exist in vain. 

Tlie cloud!? and sunbeams, o’er his eye 
That their sharV's and gdory threw, 
Have left in yonder silent sky. 

No vestige where they flew. 

'J’he annals of the human race, 

Their ruins, since the world begun, 

Of HIM aflford no other trace 

’^'lian this, — therg lived a man ! 

MONTGOMERY. 


THE HOUK* 01- n^ATlI. 

Leaves have their time to fall, 

\Aiid flowers to wither at the North-wind’s brculh, 
And stars to set— but all, 

Thou hast all sq^sons for thine dwn, O, ’Death ' 

Day is for mortal care, 

Eve for gla(?meetings round the joyous hearth, 
Night for Hie dreams of sleep, the voice of prayer ; 
Eut all for thee, thou Mightiest of the Earth ! 

The banquet hath its hour, ^ 

Its fev’rish hour «f mirth, and song, and wine ; 
T^here comes a day for Grief’s o’erwhelmiiig 
power, * * 

A time fbr softer tears— hut all are thine ! 

Youth and the op’iiing ix>se 
xMay loo^ like things too glorious for decu'^ 

And smile at^hee ! — but tbi^u art Hot of those 
That wait the ripen’d bloom to seize pray ! 

Leaves hfive their time to fall, • 

And flowers to wither at the North>wlna*s breath, 
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And stars to set— biit'^ill, 

Thou hast all seasons for thine own, O, Death 

We know when moons shall wane, 

When summer-birds froiLi far shall ri'oss the sea, 

Wheli autumn t hue shall tinge the golden grain ; 
But who shall teach us when to look hir thee ? 

Is it when spring’s first gale 
Comes forth to whisper where the violets lie ? 

Is it when roses in our paths grow pale? 

They have one season— «// are ours to die 

Thou art where billows foam, 

Thou art where music mtlts upon the air ; 

Thou art around^ us \n our peaceful home, 

And the world calls us forth — and thou art there ; 

Thou art where friend meets friend, 

Beneath ttie shadow of the elm to rest; 

Thou ait where foe meets foe, and trumpets rend 
The skies, and swords beat down the princely crest. 

Leaves have their time to fall, 

And flowers to wither at the North- wind’s breath, 

And stars to set — ^but all, 

Thou hast all seasons for thine (^wn, O, Death ' 

HEMANS. 


TO THE MEMORY OF A LADY. 

V^hou thy worldly task hast done.’J, 

I^uaksp^^rb. 

^ce lo fhe soul of the ^ead, 
f the dream of the world she has gone ; 
On atars*iii her glory to tread, *' 

bright in the blaze oiUhe thro'pe. 


HtfH 
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ItJ youth she was loveW, and time, 

When her rose with the cypress he twined, 
Lett the heart all the warmth of its jnime, 

Left her'eye all the light of her mind. 

The summons c%nne foihh— and she died^’ 

Ye,t her parting was gentle, iFor those 
"VVhoni she lov’d, mingled tears at her side — 
Her death was the mourner’® rcjwse. 

Our weakness may weep o’er her bier, 

But her spirit has gone on the wing 
’Ll 'fj^iumph for agony here, 

To rejoice in the joy of its King. 

CADI \ . 


SECOND PSALM. 

Wherefore do the heathei/ wage 
War against the King of kings, ^ 
Whence the people’s madd’ning rage 
Fraught with vain imaginings ? 

Haughty chiefs and rulers proud 
Forth in handed fury run, 
Braving, with defiance loind, 

God, aiu/his anointed ^n ' 

Let us break these haAds in twain, 
Let us cast their cords away;” 

But the Highest, with disdain, ^ 
iSkes aii4 mocks their vain array. 

H?gh oti^Zioii 1 prepare, . 

(Th*Vi he speaks,) a regal thro^^ 
HiOu^my Prince, my chosen heir, 

. Hise and claim it as thine own.^ 



THE SACRED LYRE, 


Son of God, witL God the siiini', 

Enter thint imperial dome 

Lo ! tlie shakinjr heavens pi‘oelaiin, 
]Mii;htiest laird ' thy kingdoSn come, 

“^Pomp or state dost thou demand ? 

In Ihy father’s ijlory shine; 

Dost thou ask for hi;jh command ^ 

Lo! tlie universe is thine.” 

Ye who spurnrhis righteous sway, 

Yet, oh yet, be spares your breath ; 

Yet his hand, averse to sbiy, 

Balances the bolt of death. 

Ere that drea/^ful bAlt descends, 
lljuite before Ins feet to fall; 

Kiss the .sceptre he extends, 

..And adore him Lor«l of all. 

U. OllANf. 


ODK TO SJ»IIIN(J 

Now Spring returns, but not to me returns 
The vernal .ioy my better years have known ; 
Dim in my breas^life’s dying lajier burns, 

And all the jo^ of life »vith health are llowii. 

Starting and ahiv’rfng in th’ incon.starjt wind, 
]Vleagre and pale, the ghost of what I^was, 
Beneath sopac blasted tree I lie reclin’d, 
Anj^count the silent moments, as thej^ pass. 

The winged moments, w’hosc uniitaying apeed 
stop, or in their course arlest ; 
l^ose ^ht shall shortly count me mtb the dead, 
^ me down in peace with them that rest. 
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uft morning droams presaje approaching fate. 
And morning dreams, as poets tell, are true; 
Led by pale g^iosts, 1 enter Death’s dark gale, 

And bid the realms of light and life adieu. 

« 

“ 1 hear the helpless wail, the shriek of wo ; 

I see the muddy wave, the dreary shore ; 

The sliiggisli streams that slowly creep below, 
Winch mortals visit, and returns no more. 

Farewell, ye blooming fields! ye eheerfui plains ' 
Enough for me the churchyard’s lonely mound, 
Where .tlehincholy with still silence reigns, 

And the rank grass wares o’er the cheerless 
ground. 

There let me wander at the shut of eve, 

When sleep sits dewy on the labouier’s eyes; 
The world and all its busy follies leave, 

And talk with ivisdom where my Daphnfs lies 

'Fhere let me jjjeep forgotten in the clay, 

When death sliall shut these weary aching eyes; 
llest in the hopes of an eternal day, 

Till the long night is gone, and the last morn 


LINES 

li ritten by Lord HyroUy afm weeks before his 
d&Sthj on Me blank leaf of a Bible,' 

Within this awful volume Mes 
The mystery of mysteries ; 

,Happie8(*they of human race • 

To ^hom thwr God has given graci 

g2 
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To read, to fear, t5 hope, to pray, 

To lift the latch, to force the way ; 
And better had they ne’er been born, 
Than read to doubt, or read to scorn. 


THE POOR MAN’S PRAVKIJ 

As much have 1 of w'orldly good 
As e’er my Master had, 

I diet on as dainty food 
And am as richly clad, 

Tho’ plain my garb, tho’ scant my boaid. 

As Mary’s Son and Nature’s Lord. 

d • 

The manger was his infant bed, 

Plis home the mountain-cave, ' 

He had not where to lay his head, 

• Tie borrt>wM e’en his g^ave ; 

EA'th yielded him no resting siwt. 

Her maker, but she new him^not. 

As much the world’s good -will I share. 
Its favours and applause, 

As He whose blessed name I bear, 
Hated v^ithoul a caus^; 

Despis’d, f'ejected, mock’d by pride, 
Betray’d, hlfsakeii, crucified. 

Why should 1 court my Master’s foe ? 

Why should I fear its frown ? 

Why ^ould I seek for rest belofr, 

>J0r 9 igb for brief renovnn ? ' 
j|£^ilgrim to a better land, 

Jfieir of joy at God's right^aud. 


CON 1)1. K‘ 
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THE BIBLE- A GUIDE. 

W HAT is the world ? a wildering maze. 
Where •“(n hath track’d ten thousand ways 
Her victims to ensnare ; 

All bi'uad and winditi^, and aslope, 

All tempting with perddiouf^t hope, 

All ending in despair. 

Millionth of pilgrims throng these roads 
Bearing their baubles or their loads 
Down to eternal night. 

Wl^ne humble path that never bends, 

Mrrow, and rough, and steep ascends 
From darkness intor light. 

Is there no guide to i^ow that pjLth ? 

The Bible— he alone who hath 

The Bible need not stray. 

But he who hath and will not give^ 

That light if life to all who live, 

Himself shall lose tlie Vay. 

MONTQOMERV. 


EPITAPH ON A BELIEVER. 

I'oacivE, blest shfide, the tributory teai’, 

That mourns thy exit from a wirld like this; 
Forgive the wish that would have kept thee hei’p, 
;Viid sto'd thy pi’ogress to the realms of bliss. 

No more confin’d to grov’Uing stHjnes of earth, 

No more a tenant pent in mortal clay^ 

Now shJiild W(!f rather hail ihy glorious 
And trace thy jhurney to the realms #f day.' 
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MORNl^NCr U\ MN 

Aavake, my soul and uith the sun. 
lliy daily stape of duty run ; 

Shako oir dull bloth, and joylul lise 
To pay thy morning satrilito. 

Thy jlmdous mispent, redoem, 

Eiuh prcspnt day, thy last, estrem ; 

Jmpro^p thy talont with duo oaio, 

Toi the great day thysell piejiaro, 
in comerttation be bincere, 

Koop conscience, as the noontide, doai, 

'i'hink how the all-seeing God thy Avajs 
And all thy secret thoughts surveys. 

VV'ako, and lift up thyself, my heart, 

And Avith the angfis lear thy part ; 

'Who all night long, unwearied sing 
fligli praise to the eternal King. 

Lord, 1 my \oavs to Thee renew , 

Srattet my sins ds morning dew, 

Guard mfy first springs of thought and wil 
And Avith thyself my spirit fill. 

Direct, control, suggest, this day, 

All 1 design, oi do, or say ; 

That all my poweis, with all their might, 

In thy sole glory jnay unite. 

BlSilOr KFVN 


evjkning hymn. 


Glory fb Tliee, my God, this night, 
Fji^all the blessings of the light. * 
Keep O ! l^eep me, King hf kings^ 
UfsJer.^y own almighty Avings. 
Forgive me, Lord, for thy dear Sod, 
Ihe#i tbdt*! this day have done ; 
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That with the world, n^yaelt, and U'liee, 

1, eie I 'sleep, at peace may he. 

Teath me live— that I may dread 
The f>ivive as little as my bed ; 

To die— that thia vile bbdy may 
Rise (jlorioua at the awful day.* 

O may my soul on I’liee repose, 

And niaj' sweet sleep iny eyelids close ; 

Sleep that may me more vigorous mak(‘, 

To ber\e my God when I awake. 

li^i in the night I sleepless lie, 

My soul with heavenly thoughts supply ; 

Let no ill dreams distpib my lest, 

Nti powers of darkness iw Molest. 

Praise God, from whom all blessinga How, 
ihaise Him all creatiii’es here below * 

Piaise him above, ye heavenly host, 

Praise Katliei^ Sou, and Holj^ Ghost.’ » 

aiSllO» KISNK. 


LINES 

jrttiUn an tht blank leaf of a Btble. 

Hail * blessed hook thy pageiby me 
lias been, alas f loo ott forgot » 

I'hough I have f(»und whe^ far from thee, 
The >](orld contain’d no sunny spot. 

Woidd that this heart was just as f|'ee 
Prom f uiJt, iw when I first was tauglit 
To reiiii thy Jage, which bade me dec 
P'rom sin, in word, in deed, •or thi^gKt* 

Though iold negloct laid thee asidi^ 
Though I have broke thy saoreil IflMH 
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Still be to me my orrly guidc^ 

Anti make a wretched sinner pause. 

For oh, if aught our steps can gu de, 

To peace below, dr bliss above ; 

Thou canst, and nothing else beside, 

For all thy pPecepts speak of love. 

Yes, love to God and love to man,* 

From truth’s own lips sublimely giv’ii ; 

While Jesus, and salvation's jdan, 

Bid sinners look frdm earth to Heaven. 

Oh ! may that light which heaven can i hed, 
Shine forth as o’er thy page I pore — 

Illume my steps and dying bed, 

And lead me to tht eternal shore. 

* WEIK. 


HAPPINESS. 

(. 

'’^ne xntorning in the month oi May 
I wander’d o’er the hill ; 

Tho’ nature all around was gay, 

My heart was heavy still. 

Can God, 1 thought, the just, the great, 
These mcaiiftr creatures bless, 

And yet deny to man’s estatV:* 

The boon Jf happiness ? 

Tell me, ye woods, ye smiling plains^, 
Ye blessed birds around, 

In which of nature’s wide domains 
Can bliss for men be founty 
"'Hie biri|7 wild caroll’d over Head, 
iThe J^recze around me blew# 

And nature’s awful chorus said*-« 
ibr xnaii she knew. 
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1 question’d Love, who4e eai'ly ray 
So rosy bright appears, 

And lieard the timid genius say 
His light was dimm’d by tears. 

I question’d Liviendshii* : FiiiENrsflir si^’d, 
And thus her answer gave— 

The few,whom fortune never turn’d 
Were wither’d in the grave ! 

• 

I ask’d if Vice could bl^s bestow ? 

^^ice boasted loud and well, 

But^ading, from her wither’d brow 
I’he borrow’d roses fell. 

• 

1 sought of Feeling, if Sier* skill 
Could soothe the wounded breast ; 

And found her mourning, faint, and still, 

For others’ woes distress’d! 

* 

1 question’d Virtue : Virtue sigh’d, 

No boon could she dispense— 

Nor virtiiH was her name, she cried, 

But humble penitence. 

r question’d Death — the grisly shade 
llelax’d his brow severe—# 

And “ I AM Happiness,” he gaid, 

• “ If virtue guides tliec l^ere.” 

IlEUKR, 


HYMN: 

When rising from the bed ©f deafti, 
0‘erwhelm’d with guilt and fe^E^, 
I see mf Maker face to face, 

0 ! how ihall I appear ? 
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If yet, while pardon hnay be found, 

And merry may be sought, 

.’My heart with inward horror sh^^iiks 
And trembles at the thought 

W|»en Ihou, O I^rd* sbalt stand disclos’d 
III majesty* severe. 

And sit in judgment on my soul, 

O I how shall I appear ? 

But thou hast told i^e troubled soul, 

AVho docs |ier sins lament, 

Die timely Irihute, of her tears 
Shall endless woe prevent. 

Then sec the sopro^s of my heart, 

Ere yet it be too late • 

And hear my Saviour’s dying groans, 

To give those sorrows weight. 

For'nevcr shaft my soul despak* 

HeF pardon to procure, 

Who knows thy only Son has dirtl 

To make that pai'don sure. anon 


AN fVENING SERVICE, 
rnr. cold wind strips the yellbw leaf. 

The stars are twinkling faintly o^er us ^ 
All nature wears her garb of grief, 

While day’s fair book is clos’d before us. 


The sonj|8 have ceased, — and busy men 
Are to their beds of silence preepiii^ ; 

pale^jcold moon looks out ngain * 

Qn t)|^ tir’d Voiid so softly sleeping. 
a^h,^r so still as this, • 

and toil, and tumult stefi^)g, 
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I’ll (!oiisecrat»* an hour tS bliss— 

To meek devotion’s holy tceling ; 

And rise tofTliee — to Tliee, whose hand 
UhroirU the ^odden Lamp of heaven ; 
Mantled with h<‘Uiity alPthe land ; 

Gave light to morn, and shade to even 

lleing, whose all -pervading might 

The laws of countless worlds <Iisposes ; 

Yet gives the sparkling dews their light — 

Their beauty to the hlushlng roses; 

t • 

’i'hoiip Ruler of our destiny ! 

With million gifts hast 'J'hoii supplied us. 
Hidd’n fj’oiii our view futurity, 

Unveiling all the past t^ giude us. 

rho’ dark may be eartli’s vale, and damp, 

A thousand stars shine sweetly o’er us, 

And immortality’s pure lamp * 

Gladdens and gilds our path before . 

BOWRINU. 


THE SPRING FLOWER. 

A LOVELY flower, at morning hour, 
Bloom’d swei^.ly on its parent stem ; 
But ere the day h^d died aw^ay,* 

I "saw no more the beautedhs gem; 

Yet it Imd promis’d fair to view, 

For ’midst the storms its branches grew ; 
It was tjji^e earliest dower of spring, 

'Fhe firsLof all jts blossoming. 

But now untimely nipt it lies,. 

Its every promise lost for ever ; 

And all U>9 dewdrops from the s](ies 
fSlll— bpt can revive it never. 
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Thus have I seen a fiower as fair ; 

A doatiug parent’s only joy, 

BuJ forth, when storms were beating there, 
And wither in a milder sky. 

She withered,— but ^jiilike the Hower, 

^A^hich head's no more the voice of spring, 
And nevci' decks again the bower. 

Which saw its early blossoming.* 

For when on earth, she fades and dies, 

She blooms afresh in paradise : 

A bud trunigplanted from our soil, 

To live, beside those living streams, 

Which ever, ami forever smile 
Beneath those luuyeated beams — 

Whose blessed ifight, and ceaseless raj”, 

Make Heaven’s eternal summers day. 

WfelU. 


‘ VENt CREATOR SPIRITUS,’ PARAPHRASED, 

Creator Spirit, by w'hose aid 

The world’s foundations first were laid, 

Come visit every pious mind ; 

Come pour thy joys on human kind. 

From sin anef sorrow set uj^ free. 

And make tfly temples worthy thee* 

< * 

O source of uncreated light, 

The Father’s promis'd Paraclete ! 

ThriccMioly fount, thrice holy fire, 

Our hearts with heavenly love inspire ; 
^’onie, fiid thy sacred unctiiti brin^ 
sapetify u^, while we sing. 

Pkntcovs of grace, descend fr^ bi'gb^ 
llilfo^n thy sevenfold energy^! 
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Thoa strength of his Almighty hand, 

Whose pow’r does heaven and earth command. 
Proceeding Spirit, our defence, 

Who dost the gift of tongues dispense, 

And crown thy gift with gjoqueuce ! 

Refine and purge our earthly ptfrts ; 

Rut, oh, inflame and fire our hearts! 

Our frail tief help, our vice rontrol, 

Submit the senses to the soul ; 

And when rebellious they are grown, 

Then lay thy hand, and hold them.tdown, 

Chase f»»m our minds th’ infernal foe, 

And peace, the Iriiit of love, bestow, 

And, lest oiu* feet should fttep astray, 

Protect and guide us in the Waj*. 

Make ns eternal truth receive, 

And practise all that we bcdieve : 

Give ns thyself that we may see • 

The Father, and the Son, by thee. 

Immortal honour, endless fame, 

Attend th’ Almighty Father’s name : 

Thy Saviour son be glorified. 

Who for lost man’s redemption died ; 

And equal adoration be, 

Eternal Paj-aclete, to thee ! 

• • DJIYDEN. 


TO A LADY. 

•Thiitk not, Because Ahy quiet day. 

In silent goodness steals away, 

Think not, because to me alone 
Thy deeds of cheerful love are known, 
'Phat, in grave’s dark chamber laid, 
With theoJlhose geiftle acts shall fade. 
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From the low turf frherc virtue lies 
8haU many a bloodless trophy rise, 

Whose everlasting bloom shall shame 
The lauiell’d conqueror’s proudest name ; 

For there the hoaryi.siro shall eoine, 
lead hif%, babes to kiss thy tomb. 

Whose manlier steps shall oft repair 
To bless a Farcnt buried there. < 

The youth, udiose grateful thought reveres 
The hand that ruled his wayward years ; 

The tender maid, whose throbbing breast 
Thy gentle wisdom sooth’d to rest, ^ ’ 
i\nd he who well thy virtues knew, 

When Fortune fairej and fiicnds -were few; 

All who thy hKinaeless course approv’d. 

Who felt thy goodness, or who lov’d, 

Shall crowd around thy honour'(i shrine, 

And we(M> and wish an end like thine. 

BOWDLEK. 


LINES. 

Reflected on the lake, 1 love 
To see the stars of evening glow, 

So tranquil in the heavens above, 

So resitless in the waves below. 

Thus Iwavenly hope is'all serene, 

But eauthly hope how bright soi"*er, 

Still fluctuates o’er this changiijP, scene, 

As false and Aeetiug us 'tis fair. 

IIEJ3EK 


HYMNi 

The invmhh God. 

WiTiv deepest rev’rence, at fliy throne, 
Jehovah, peerless unknoT^u, 
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Our tVrblc spirits strive, iu vain, 

A glimpse of thee, great God, to gain, 

Who, by 1b; closest search, can find 
Thy iniL’hty uncreated mind? 

Nor men nor angels can*‘exp1ore 

Thy heights of love, thy depldis of pow c ' 

We knovy thee not ! but this know, 
I'hou reign’st above, thou reign’st below ; 
And, though thine essense is unknown, 

To all the world thy pow'r is shown. 

• • 

Tha(JH»ow’r we trace on ev’ry side ; 

O may thy wisdom he oiir guide ; 

And while we live, ani when we <lie, 

May thine almighty loff^ Cft nigh. 

ur.v. llli.M, 7JT’T< HI- U 


HYMN 

XsilMral Judgemmt, 

Ali, - seeing God! *tis thine to know 
The springs whence w’rong opinions flow, 
To judge, by jn’iiiciples within, 

When liailty errs and when w'e sin. 

Who, among men, high l^iorrUof all, 

Thy servant to^iis bar shall ca^l, 

Foff inodes of faitlli judge hi^ a foe. 

And him to the realms of woe ? 

Who with another’s eye can read ? 

Or worship by another’s creed? 

Tlecering thy yunmands alone, 

W'e humbly seek, and use ouj^otvn# 

I f wrotigj^forgive ; approve, if right 
Whil|, faithful, we obey our light, 
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And, cens’riii^nonc, are zealous still 
To follow, as to learn, thy will. 

When shall our happy eyes^ behold 
Thy people fashion’d in thy mould? 

And charity our lineage prove, 

Deriv’dUfrorn thee, O God of love ! 

.lOlIN SCOT’]. 


source of pleasures ever ne^ ? 

While thy kind dictates 1 jiursue, 

I taste a joy i^<iiccre ; 

Too high fcfr^ttle minds to know> 

Who on themselves, alone, bestow 
Their wishes and their care. ' 

^y thee jnspir’d, the geii’roiis breast, 

In blessing others only Uiest, 

* With kindness lai*ge and free, 

Delights the widow’s tears <o stay, 

To teach the blind their smoothest way, 

And aid the feeble knee, 

0 God ! -with sympathetic care, 

In other^ joys and griet^s to share. 

Do tlTou mine hear^, incline; ^ 

Each low,*each selfish, wish control, 

Warm with benevolence my soift" 

^nd make me wholly thine. 

BI.ACKt.OC'K^> 

. ^^DEAFH OF THE RIGHTEOUS. 

‘v ® * 

JLikb summer tine, when imnlig;|tt throws 
k UeahteottB^^iDg ray around 



T^IE SACRED LYRE. m 

And silent shades in peii^e repose 
Upon the soft and dewy ground. 

As still, as ji^eaceful, and serene^ 

Is 'the last r.iy when life is done; 

When Hope's bright bea«n, smiles o^er the «^eiR* 
Which saw a glorious race bugun. ^ 

What thtyjgh around his couch may fall, 

The dewdrops from kind pity’s eye ; 

The happy spirit smiles on all, 

And shines upon another sky. 

OhT j|iich is life, whose parting ray 
Throws lustre «ou a world of sorrow ; 

For as its brightness dies away, 

There’s promise of a gktritias morrow. 

WEIR. 


PSALM. 

On Providence, 

The Lori my pasture shall prepare, 
And feed me with a shepherd’s care ; 
His presence shall ray wants supply, 
And guard me with a watchful eye ; 
My noon-day walks he shali attend, 
And all my iftild night hours defend* 

‘fVhen in the sultry glebe 4 faint, 

Or the thirsty mountains pant, 

To fei'tile vales and dewy meads 
My ^eary wand’ring steps he leads ; 
Where peaceful rivers, soft and slow, 
Amid the verdant landscapp flovn 

Tho’ in the paths of death I tread, 
W||h gfoomy horrors orerspread, 
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IVIy steadfiist heai;t shall foav no ill, 

For thou, () Lord, art with me still; 

Thy friendly hand shall give me aid, 

And guide me through the dr idlul shade. 

, Tho’ in A bare an J rugged way, 

A’hrough (k'vious lonely wilds, 1 stray, 

I’liy bounty shall my pains beguile; 

'Fho barren wilderness shall smi'?. 

With sudden greens and herbage crown’d. 
And streams shall murmur ail around. 

ADDISON , 


TRUST IN PROVIDENCE. 

xYlmighty F^ither of mankind, 

On thee my hopes remain ; 

And when the day of trouble comes, 

I shall not trust in vain. 

Thou art ihir kind Preseryr, from 
cl’he (uudle to the tomb : 

And I wjiai cast upon thy care^ 

Ev’n from my mother’s womb. 

In early years tliou wast my guide. 
Ami of my youth the friend : 

And as mj«days begun with thee, 
With tJ’ee my days shall end. 

I know the ‘Pow’r in whom I trust, 
The arm on which I lean ; 

He ^wiU my Saviour ever be, 

Who has my Saviour been. ^ r 

In f(g‘mer ^imes, when trouble ckme, 
c Thou di^st not stand afar ; 

Nor didst thou prove an absehf friend 
i.«mi(f the din of war, 
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God, Avho caiiseds^ me to hope, 
When life began to beat, 

And Avhen a stranger in the world. 
Didst ^ide niy Avand’ring feet ; 

Thou Avilt not east when age. 

And evil days descend; 

Thou wilt not leave me in despair, 
To nffouru my latter end . 

Therefore in life I'll trust to thee, 

III death I will adore; 

.'rfid after death Avill sing thy praise, 
When time shall be no mare. 


HYMN TO VIRTUE 

Hveu lovely and benign, 

Endow’d AvitJ^ energy divine,* 

Hail, Virtue ! hail ! From thee pnxie^d 
The great Resign, the heroic deed. 

The heart that melts for human W(»es, 
Valour, and truth, and calm repose. 

Though fortune froAvn, though fate pre]»ai'e 
Her shafts and Avakc corrodii^g care, 
Though Avrafhl'ul clouds involve the skies, 
Though lightiiiiijss glare and s^irms arise,' 
In vain, to shake the guiltless soul, 

Chang'd fortune frowns, and thunders roll. 

Pile, Avarice, thy yellow hoard ; 

Spread* Luxury, thy costly board ; 
Ambition, crown thy head wjth bajfs ; 

Let Sloth recline on beds of ease ; 

Admir’d, jidor’d, let Beftttty roll 
The magic eye that melts libS' sodl } 

' • H 
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Unless, with purifying fires, 

Virtue the conscious soul inspires ; 

In viijii, to bar intruding woe, 

Wealth, Fame, and Power, acil Pleasure, flow- 

To me thy sovei'eign gift impart, 

' The resoltite unshaken heart, 

To guide me from the flow’ry way 
Where; Pleasure tunes hei^syrea lay : 
Deceitful path • where sharne and care 
Tpiie poisonous shaft, cunceard, prepare! 

And shield me with thy geii’rous pride- 
When fashion scoffs and fools deri^e^, 

Ne’er let ambitipu’a meteor ray 
Mislead t !\) , reason and betray 
My fancy with the gilded dream 
Of hoarded wealth and noisy fame. 

But let my soul, consenting, flow, 

I 'Compassionate of other’s w'oe. 
dTcach me the kind endearing art 
To heal the mourner’s broken heart, 

To ea.se the rankling wounfis of care. 

And soothe the frenzy of despair. 

So, lovely virgin, may I gain 
Adinissibn to thy hallow’d fane; 

Whero' peace of mind, of eye serene, 

Of heaveiwly hue, anU placid mein,i 
Leads, smiling, thy celestial chplr, 

And smites the consecrated lyre. 

And may that minstrelsy, whose cham 
Can rage, and grief, and care,* disarm, 

C«n pa^ion’s lawless force control, 

Soothe, melt, and elevate, my soul ! 


A>ON 
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VERSm 

1 r I hail thought thou couldst have died, 
1 might not weej» for thee ; 

D\it 1 loi^ot, when by thy side. 

That thou couldst mortal be . 

It never through my mind had past, 

The time would e’er be o’er, 

And I thee should look my last, 

And thou shouldst smile no more ! 

And still upon that face 1 look, 

And think ’twill smile again; 

still the thought I will not brook, 
That I must look in vain ! 

Hut when I speak — l^iou dost not say, 
What thou ne’er left’tiirtiiisaid ; 

And now I feel, as well I may, 

Sweet Mary ! thou art dead ! 

If thou wouldst stay, e’en as, thou art, 
All cold add all serene — 

J still might press thy silent lieart, 

And wdere thy smiles have been ! 

While e en thy chill, bleak corse I have, 
Thou seemeat still mine own ; 

But there I lay thee in thy grave — 

And I an; ^ow alone! • 

I ^0 not think, ivhere’er thou’^rt, 

Thou hast forgotten me f 

Aud’^, perhaps, may soothe this heart. 

In thinking too of thee : , 

Yet there Was round thee 'such a dawn 
Of light ne’er seen before, 

As fancy never could have (^wnf* 

And never can restore ! 


WOLFJ 
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Sir VITA. 

Liite to the fulling of a star, 

Or as the flights <»f eaj[»h;s 

Or like the fresh vpring’s gaioiy line, 

, Or silver drops of mortiirig deiv; 

Or like a wind that chafes the flood, 

Or bubbles which on Wiit<‘r stood ; 

Ev’n such is man, whose b(OT<»wM light 
Is straight call’d in, and i>aid to-night. 

The wind blows out, the bubble di».s ,; 
The spring entomb’d in autumn liia ; 
The dew dries n^, the star is shot , 

The llight^ie^ast — tmd man forgot. 


e THE SETTING SUN. 

That setting sun — that setting sun ! 
What scenes, since first its nice begun, 
Of varied hue, its eye hath seen, 

Which are, as they had never been 

That setting siiii ! full many a gaze 
Hath dwelt upon its iVu’iog rays. 

With sit^eet, according thought sublime, 
In every age, and every clime ! 

4 ' 

’Tis sweet to mark thee, sinking alow 
The ocean’s fabled cav^s below, 

And when th’ obscuring night* is done, 
Toitee thpe rise, sweet setting sun. 

So when my pulses cease to j^lay, 
Serenely close my evening ray, , 
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To rise* death’s slumber done, 

Glorious like thee, sweet setting sun' 

ANO.N, 


> A 310THEU ON THE DEATH 0F“A TROMISINC; 
CHILD 

• 

O n eti* ii(>t thus, tho’ the child thou hast lov’d, 
Still, still as the grave in silence sleeps on; 
Midst the tears that are shed, his eye is unmov’d, 
Arul 4hf beat of that bosom forever is gone : 
Then vv(m^» not thus, for the moment is blest 
VV'hen the wand’rer sleeps o^ his couch of rest. 

The World to him, with its sorfm’i^ and sighs, 

Has tied like a dream when the morn appears ; 
While the spirit awakes in the light of the skies, 
No more to revisit this valley of fears : 

Then weep not thuj, for the moment is blesl{: 
When tin' wand’rer sleeps on his couch of rest. 

Tew, few were his years, but had they been more, 
The Nunshiiie which smil’d might have vanish’d 
away; 

\nd he might have fall*ji on somej/ar friendless 
shore, ’ a 

Or been wreck’d amyst storms in s6me desolate 

baVi 

iTien weep cwt thus, for the moment is blest 
When the wand’ier sleeps on hi.s couch of 

l^ke a rosebud^ 9f promise, when fresh in the morn, 
Was the child of thy heart whi^ he iiingered 
here ; 

l)Ut now fl'Om t^y love— -from thine arms^he is 
torn,., ^ 

Yet, to I’ooini ri a lovelier, happier sphere. 
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I'Jipn weep not thns, for the moment is blest 
When the wand’rei* sleeps on hin eoueli of rest. 

4 ) 

How happy the pilt'rim whose journey is oer, 
AJ^ho, musing, looko back on its (Ungers dinl 
woes ; * 

'rhen lejoice at his rest, for sorrow no more 
Can start on lus dreams, (»r distuvb his ivpose. 
Then weep not thus, for the moment is blest 
When the wnndTer sleeps on his eoueli oi rest. 

Who would not reeliiie on the breast (>l,a ,fi lend, 
When the night-doud has lower’d o’» r a sor- 
rowful day ^ 

Who wouM not ;‘(joire at his journey’s end, 
When perils and toils encompass’d bis way 
Then weep not thns, for the moment is blest 
When the waniJVer sleeps on his (wuch of rest. 

WFllt. 


death of a BLLIl’VEU 

0 THINK that, while you’re weeping here, 
His hand a golden harp is stringing; 
And, with a voi(» serene and clear, 

His rapsom’d soul, wit^itiut a tear, 

His Saviour’s praife is singing ! 

And think that all his pains ar<v Hed, 

« His toils and sorrows clos’d for ever; 
While He, whose hlopd for man was shed. 
Has placed upon his Servant’s head 
crofvn that fadeth never ! 

And think that, (in that awful da/i 
When darkness sun and moot^ is shading 
< The form that, ’midst ils kindrril day, 
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our trembling hands^prepare to lay, 

Shall rise to life unfading ! 

Then we^> no more for him, that’s gone 
'Whore sin and suiriing ne’er shall enter . 
Ilut cm that great Iligli Priest alone, 

Who can for guilt like ours aTone, 

Your own affections centre ! 

• 

For thus, while round your lowly bier 
Surviving friends are sadly bending, 

Your souls, like his, to Jesus dear, 

Shall wing their flight to yonder sphere, 
T^itli lightest pinions lending. 

And thus, when to tAe silent tomb , 

Your lifeless dust likc'^^ is glv*ii^ 

Like faith shall whisper, ’midst the gloom 
I'hat yet again, in youthful bloom, 

That dust shall smile in heaven ! 


IILESSED HE TIIY NAME FOR EVEli. 

Blessed he thy name tor ever, 

Thou, of life the guard and giver ; 

Thou caiist guard thy creatuVes sleeping ; 
Heal the heart long broke w*fh weeping. 
Bod of stillneiijS and of metion, 

Of4he desert and the ocean, 

Olftlie mountain, rock, and river, 
Bi^ed be tb^^ name for ever. ^ 

Thott,' who sluipberest not, nor sleepest, 
Hlest are they thou kindly dceepest ; 

<^d of evening’s parting ray, 

Of miilbight’s gloomr and 4awiiir« day 
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That rises from th*! azure sea 
TJke breathings of eternity. 

God of life ! that fade shall never, 

!ll<*ssed be thy name for ever. ^ 

■ n<)( 


HEAVENLY WISDOM. 

G ii.nvpv is the man who hears 
InstriK tion’s warning voice. 

And who celestial wisdom makes 
His early, only choice ' 

For she has treasure greater far 
Than east or we^st unfold. 

And her retyi^gl is more secure 
Than is the gain of gold. 

in her l ight hand she bolds to view 
l(*iigtl\of hapiiy years; 

And in her left, the prize al'httne 
And honour bright appears. 

She guides the young, witli innocence 
In pleasure’s path to tread ; 

A crown of glory she bestows 
Upon th(^ hoary head. 

According^ as her labours r'?se, 

So her rewards incredSe ; 

Her ways are ways of pleasantness^^ 
And ^1 her paths are peace. 


SOLITUDE. 

llAir. ! Solitude^ thou blest abode, 
Of tj^ose who worship nature’s Ood 
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shade; ! thy.v:hann3 have power 
'I'o soothe the solitary hour. 

I love the silence of those plains, 

Wlieie ii;?^ure, Kimjde nature, reigns; 
When- undisturhM those wilds among, 

'J'lic tu'tless minstrel ])Oiirs his song ; 

And where the world whose pleasures seem 
An iiir^^ iirisubstantiiil drcjim. 

Is (pnie forgot; — it cannot grieve, 

And hope, and joy, no more deceive. 

^Lkjt me but live ’midst such a scene. 

In l^-inter’s storms, or summer’s green; 

I would not seek th’ abodes of men, 
t)r live amidst their cdi'vs ^aiii; 
l^nough to rnc the mo'intiCmS wild, 

III lone and rugged grandeur pil'd ; 

Tlie boiling stream, that seeks below 
A placid, and a calmer flow : , 

Or let me sit'M close of day, 

And wateh tlie sun>light die away ; 

Or see frort yon aerial height, 

'Fhe slow and solemn march of night ; 

And hear the minstrers latest strain, 

As darkness wraps the dewy plain- 
■» 

’ iMidst sccife.^ like this, the mind will rise. 
Friyn earth, to tbose sublhuj^r slvics; 

And hold sweet converse with its God, 

In hi?cele&tiul bright abode. 

Hail I God of nature aim of grace, 

In solilli^e thy fteps we trace ; 

Thy 'voice is heard |in every gale, 
Thwfootsteps linger in the vale ; 

Jr. lAprms, thy awful might we see, 

Whe\ rid/ng forth in Majesty; 

2 H 
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ITic lightning on'H^hy stops attend, 

And thiind’ring clouds beneath thee bciift. 
Even ’midst the silence of the grove, 

We hear the whispers of thy love ; 

The hill and vale their God proclaim. 

The mouiitaiii echoes hack tliy name ; 

And f'ls the solemn whisper dies, 

The breezes bear to it the skiesj 

How sweet amidst those wilds to stray. 
At morning hour, or close of day ; 

For there the wounded, bleeding bv^‘a,st. 
Flies for a home, and place of rest f 
In solitude the tear is shed, 

In silent m^’rj^ of the deaii ; 

In solitude how oft we find, 

The broken heart and greived mind ' 

And ’midst its silence love to dwell 
Those wlto have bade the world farewell. 


ON THE GOODNESS OF THE SUPREME REINt 

Orpheus, for so the Gentiles* call’d thy name, 
Israel’s sw'eet Psalmist, who alone eould’st wak) 
Th’ inanimate to motion ; wljo alone 
The joyful k^llocks, the applauding roc'^ks, 

And floods with musical jJ^rsuasion drevt ; 

Thou, who to hail and snow gav’st voi|{" and souffil 
And mad’st the mute melodious !— greater yet 
Was thy divinest skill, and pul'd o’er more 
Than art and nature ; for thy tuWul touch 
Prove 6Temb]^ng Satan kom the heart . >f Saul. 

- 1 ^ .. 

* See this conjecture strongly supportpi by ' elany, in in 
Life of David. 
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Anti qiicHM the evil Angel^ — in this breast ; 

Some portion of tby genuine spirit breathe, 

Ami lift me myself; each thought impure 
Banish*; t'arh hnv idea raise, refine, 

Ijiilarne, and sanctify ; — sa shall the Muse 
Abo^c the stars aspire, and aim t»» praise 
Hei' God on eai'th as he is prais’d in heaven. 

linmenst»(he!itor ! whose alhp(»\verful hand 
Fram’d universal being, and whose eye 
Saw like thyself, that all things form’d were good 
VVhcic shall the timorous Bard thy praise begin, 
\Vh! !'*l*|^*nd the purest sacrifice of song, [light, 
And just thanksgiving ?— The thought-kindling 
riiy prime production, drrts upon my mind 
Its vivifying beams, my heari/Hluinines, 

And fills my soul with gratitude and 7’hce. 

Hall to the cheerful rays of ruddy morn, 

That ]>aint the streaky East and blithsome rouse 
The birds, the ca|;tle, and mankind from rest ! 

Hail to the freshness of the ettrly breeze,-^ 

And Iris daiuyng on the new-fall’n dew. 

Without the aid of yonder golden globe, 

Lost were the garnet’s lustre, lost the lily, 

The tulip and auricula’s spotted pride ; 

Lost were the peawwk’s phimtige^ to the sight 
So pleasing In itS pomp and glossy glow. 

O thrice-illustriousb were it not lor Thee, 

» Those pansies, that reclining from the hank 
View ilfto’ til’ immaculate. jpellucid stream 
Their portmiture in the inverted beavei), 

Might ayw^ll change their triple boast, the white 
The pi|(^le, and the fold, that far outvie 
The lilstern monarch’s garb, ev'n wi9i the dock, 
Ev’ii 4ith the baneful hemlock’s irksome grJen. 
WitlioSf tlj}f aid, without thy gladsoiE% beams. 
The t^bes of wwdland warbiers would remain 
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]\Iute on the bending branches, nor recite 
rile praise ol‘ Him, who, ere he form’d th( ij‘ lord. 
Their voices tun’d to transport, wnii*"^! llieir Might, 
i\nd bade lluun call for nurture, and r(‘cei\e: 

And lo! they call ; thi blackbird and the tliinsli, 
'I'he woodlark afid the redbreast jointly call : 

He hears, and feeds their feather’d iamilics ; 

He feeds Jiis sweet musicians — nor iif gleets 
TIi’ invoking ravens in the greenwiiod wide ; 

And tho’ their throats coarse rattling hurt the ear, 
'I'liey mean it all for music, thanks and praise 
I'liey mean, and leave ingnititiule to man,-— 

Hut not to all — for, hark • the organs blow 
Their swelling notes roLnd the catliedrars dome, 
And grace the harflRmioUvS choir, ceb^stial feast 
J o pious ears, and medVine of the mind ! 

The thrilling trebles and the manly hass 
Join in accordance meet, and with one voiet- 
All Wthe sacred subject suit th«ir song. 

While i!i each breast sweet melancholy reigns 
Angelically pensive, till the joy , 

Improves and puriMes; the solemn scene 
The sun thro’ storied panes surveys with awe. 

And bashfully withholds each bolder beam. 

Here, as her houe, from morn to eve frequent, s 
The cherub Gratitude; behold tiPr eyes ! 

AVith love an^ glayiiess weepingly they slie^ 
Ecstatic smiles ; the incense, that her hands 
Uprear, is sweeter th{|;j the breath of Mrfy 
Caught fivin the nect’riiie’s blossom, and her voict- 
Is more than voice can tell: to Him sings, 

To Him feeds, who cl<]^hes, and who adorns, 
Whq^nude, and Who preserves, whatever jVells 
In air, in stedliE^t earth, or iickle sea. ^ 

O He i90od, He is immensely good*' 
^Vlioj^9iings form’d, and form’d them all for man 
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Who mark’d the climatesj varied every zone, 
Dispensing all his blessings for the best, 

111 order ati^iii beauty. — rise, attend, 

>\rre!-t, and praise, ye quarters of the world ' 
iiow down, ye elephants, submissive bow 
I’o Him who inaile the mite ’ ^ilio’, Asia’s pride, 
^'e carry armies on your tower-crow’ii’d backs, 
And graee#the liirbanM tyrants, bow to Him 
Wiio is as great, as perfect, and as good 
In his less striking wonders, till at length 
d'he eye’s at fault, and seeks th’ assisting glass. 
Aiiptc^ch, and bring from Arahy the Blest 
I'he Irjigrant cassia, frankincense, and myrrh, 
And, meekly kneeling ut^the altar’s foot, 
laiy all the tributary ineoiise,,<l()wn. 

Stoop, feeble Africa, with rev’rence stoop, 

And from thy brow take off the painted plume ; 
With gulden ingots all Ihy camels load 
1 ” adoi n his temples, hasten W’kli thy spepr 
Reverted, and thy trusty bow unstrung 
While unpursued thy lions roam and roar, 

And ruin’d tovv’rs, rude rocks, and caverns wide 
Re-murmur to the glorious, surly sound. 

And thou, fair Indian, whose immense domain 
To counterpoise the hemisphere extends, [ers, 
Haste from the and with fliy fi uits and llow- 

Thy mines and mej’cines, weiilthy maid, attend. 
More than the plenteousncss jJb fam’d to flow 
By faUflng bards from Amalthea’s bora 
Is thine ; thine therefore be a jiortion due 
Of thanl^ and praise ; come with thy brilliant crown 
And of fur ; and from thy fragrant lap 
Pomi^anates and tie rich anaiiaa’pi^ir. 

But iftiefly thou, Eiu’opa, seat of Grace 
And ^risOfati excellence, his goodiies^owii. 
Fortl^lfom tep,thousand temples pour his praise.* 
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CJad ill the armour of thfe living God, 

Approach, uiisheath the spirit’s flaming sword ; 
Faith’s shield, salvation’s glory — compass’d helm 
With fortitude assume, and o’er your heart . 

Fair Truth’s invulnerable breast-plate spread ; 
Then join the gei^eral chorus of all worlds, 

And let the song of Charity begin 
In strains seraphic, and melodious prayivr : 

“ O all-sufficient, all-beneficent, 

“ Thou God of Goodness and of Glory, hear’ 

“ Thou, who to lowest minds dost condescend, 

‘‘ Assuming passions to inforce thy laws, * ' 

“ Adopting jealousy to prove thy love 
** Thou, who resign’d hupaility uphold’st, 

** Ev’n as the ilori|t4>rops the drooping rose, 

“ But queU’st tyrannic pride with peerless power. 
“ Ev’n as the tempest rives the stubborn oak- 
“ O all-sufficient, all- beneficent, 

“ Tliou, God of Goodness, and of^^^Glory, hear ! 

Bless a^l mankind; and bring them in the end 
‘‘ T<i heav’n, to immortality, and Thee !” 

* SMART. 


THE UNIVERvSAL PRAYER. 

Ij^eo Opt Max. ‘ 

* Father of ^11 ! in ev’ry agfe,‘ 

In ev’ry cliipe ador’d, « 

By saint, by savage, and by sage, 

Jehovah, Jove, or Lord ! 

Thou Great Firet Cause, least understood, 
Who all my sense confin’d ^ 

To knoifr Hut^bis, that Thou art gdodil 
« And that myself am blind. 

Yet gi^ me, In this dark estate, 

To ^ the good from Ul; «, 
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And, binding natures fast in fate, 

Left free from human will. 

.What 'conscience dictates to be done, 

Or varns me not,t<* do, 

This teach me more than Jiell to shun, 
That, more than heaven pursue. 

Wliat blessings thy free bounty give*^ 
Let me not cast away ; 

For God is paid when man receives, 
T’ enjoy is to obey. 

Yet not to earth’s contracted span 
Thy goodness le^ me bound, 

Or think Thee Lord alone of man. 
When thousand worlds are round. 

Let not this weak, unknowing hand 
Presume thy bolts to throw, '' • 

And deal damnation round the laAd 
On ji^ch I judge thy foe. 

If I am right, thy grace impart, 

Still in the right to stay; 

If I am wrong, O teach ^y heart 
To fin^tthat l»etler way. 

Save me alilTe from foolish pride, 

•• Or impious discontent. 

At aught thy wisdom has deny’d, 

^Or aught thy goodness lent. * 

T^h me to^el another's woi|, 

To hide tl^iault I see; 

Thg| mercy llto others show. 

That mercy show to me. 
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Mean ilio’ I am, n<4t wholly so, 

Since quick(3n’d by tliy breath, 

() lead me wheresoe’er 1 go, ^ 

Thro’ tills day’s life, or death. 

This day, be bread *and peace ray lot; ^ 

All eKe beneath the sun, 

Thou know'ht if best bestow’d or not; 

And let thy will be done. 

To Thee, W'hosp temple is all space, 

Whose altar, earth sea, skies* 

One choi us. let all being raise ! 

All Nature’s incense rise ? 

rorr . 


HYMN 

Me^.simi ! aj thy glad approach 
The howling wilds are stiK ' 
Thy*praises till the lonely waste, 
And breathe from every hill.f 

The hidden fountains, at thy call, 
Their sacred stores unlock ; 
lioud in the ^^esert, sudden streams 

Burst living from the rock.' 

» 

The incense of ^Jie spring Wends 
Upon the morning gale ; 

Red o’er the bill the roses bloom, 
The^ilies in the vale. 

Renew’d, the earth a vom of light, 

‘ A rffee of beauty wears ; 

Afcd in new heavens a .’(yghter sun 
Leadv on the promis’a years. 
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kingdom of Messiah come 
Appointed time disclose : 

And in Emanuel's land 
.I’he new creation glows. 

Let Israel to the Prince of Peace 
rm loud Hosannah sing T 
With Hallelujahs and with hymns, 

() y*on, hail tliy King ! 

I.OGAN. 


MA^s'^’lMMORTALITY TROVEl) RY NATURE. 

IsiATTTui:, thy daughter, ev^r-changing birth 
Of thee the great Immutable, ^o man 
iSpeaks wisdom ; is his orwde siifrernc ; 

And he who most consults her, is most wise. 

Look nature through, ’tis j evolution nil. 

All change, no death. Day follows.night ; n-ad night 
The dying day ; sWs rise, and set, and rii^e ! 
Eai'lh takes th’ example. See the summer gay 
With her greifl chaplet, and ambrosial flow’rs, 
Droops into pallid autumn • winter grey, 

Horrid with frost, and turbulent with storm, 
Hlow^s autumn, and his golden fruits away, 

Then melts into the spring ; soft sfiring, with breath 
Favonian, from warm chambers o^the south, 
Uecalli the first, j'ftl, to refloorish, fades ; 

As in a ivhcel, all sinks, to re-ascend : 

Emhleins of man, who passes, not expires. 

With this minute distinction, emhlcnfi) just, 
Nature jjj^volves, but^hjan advances ; both 
Eterna^f that a circle|)this a line^ ^ 

That gfikvitates, this sows. Th’ aspiring so»U 
Arden&and Jremuloij^ike (lame ascends 
Zeal, aim humilUy, her wings to he aveiV 
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The world of matter, With its various forms, 

All dies into new life. Life born from death 
Rolls the vast mass, and shall for exy' roll. 

No single atom, onee in being, lost, 

With change of counsel* charges the Most High. 

Matter, immortal? and shall spirit die? — 
Above the nobler, shall less nobler rise r 
Shall man alone, for^whom all else revives, 

No resurrection know? shall man aloncs 
Imperial man ' be sown in barren ground, 

Less privileg’d than grain, on which he feeds '' 

Is ir.an, in whom alone is power to prize* * 

The bliss of being, or with previous pain 
Deplore its period, by t\ie spleen of fate 
Severely doom’d death’s single unredeem’d ? 

* * vouNt;. 


. ^ HYMN. 

WJien Israel, of the Lord telov’d, 

Out from the land of bondage came. 

Her father’s Cod before her ^ov'd, 

An awful guide in smoke and flame. 

By day, along the astonish’d lands 
The cloudy pillar glided slowj 
By night, Arabia’s crlmsqik’d sands 
Return’d the fiery column’s glow. 

« • 

There rose the choral hymn of praise, 

And trump andftimbrel answer’d keen, 
And Zion’s daugliterp pour’d their lays. 
With priest’s and, w|mor’8 void\hetween. 
No p^rtent^ bow ourJbes amaze, \ 
Forsake]} IwBel v'^nders lone ; ‘ I 
Our fathers Would ’know ^hy 'mys, 
Aftid Thoo haet lefiT them to theif «w% 
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But, present still, though now unseen! 

When brightly shine's the prosperous day, 

Be thoughts of Thee a rbrndy screen 
To temper the deceitful ray. 

And oh, when stoops t'fi Judah’s path 
Tn shade and storm the fn^quent night, 

Be Thou, long-suffering, slow to wrath, 

A biJ>‘nii)g and a shining light! 

i)ur harps we left by Babel’s streams. 

The tyrant’s jest, the Gentile’s scorn ; 

No Censer round our altar beams, 

^nd mute are timbrel, trump, and horn. 

But Thou hast said, tAe blood of goat, 

The flesh of rams, 1 will not jn-ize ; 

A contrite heart, a humble thought, 

Are mine accepted sacrifice. " 

SJU. W. SCOTT. 


CHRISTIAN ENCOURAGED. 

CHiLDREi;*of God, who, pacing slow, 
Your pilgrim path pursue, 

In strength and weakness, joy and woe. 

To God’s high calling true : 

Why move yg thus, with ling’ring tread, 
A doubtful, yioiirnful ban(^? 

Why faintly hangs the drdbping head; 
Why fails the feeble hand ? 

Oh ! weak to know a Saviour’s pow’r, 

^*^0 feel a FaYer’s care ; 

A moment’s toij a passing show’r 
- Is all the grier^ share. ^ ^ ' 

l\e L«lrd of Lni^, though, veil’^awhih, 
^ He hidei his noontide ray, 
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Shall sooa in lovelier beauty smile, 

To gild the closing day; 

And, bursting through the dusly shroud. 

That dar’d his |>ow’r invest, 

Kide thron’d in light o’er f3v’ry cloud, 

And guide you to his rest. 

J)L1- K. 

LIFE, DEATH, AND ETEUMTY. 

A SHADOW moving by one’s side. 

That would a substance seem, 

That is, yet is not, — though descried — 

Like skies heneal'h the stream' 

A tree that’s? ^er in the bloom, 

Whosife fruit is never ripe ; , 

A wish for joys that never come, — 

Such arc the hopes of Life. 

A' dark, inevitable night, ' 

A blank that will remain ; 

A waiting fur the morning light, 

When waiting is in vain ; 

A giilph where pathway never led 
To show the depth beneath; 

A thing we Know not, yet drttj^l, — 

That dr-f.aded thing is Death. 

The vaulted vAid of purple sky 
That everywhere extends, 

That ^stretches from the dazzled eye, 

In space that never emls : 

A morning, whose upt^n sun 
• No ^jtting) e’er shall m ; 
fk ^4ay that comes wifl5if^«,\t a noon >7 
is Eternity. 

4> 
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HYM'iJ. 

V Where high the heav’nly teijjjiple staniU^ 

The hou*^ ol' God not made with hands. 

A great High Priest our nature wears, 

The patron of mankind appears. 

Vie who for men in mercy stl5o(l, 

And pour’d on earth his precious blood, 
Pursuei^ in heav’n his plan of gi"iee, 

The guardian God of human race. 

Though now ascended up on high, 

I -^e^ fiend 8 on earth a brother’s eye, 

I'artaker of the human name. 

He knows the frailty ,»f our frame. 

Oiir fellow suff’rer yet retails 
A fellow-feeling of our pains ; 

And still remembers in the skies 
His tears, and agonies, and ciyes. 

In ev’ry pang that rends the heart, 

Tlic man of Sorrows had a part ; 

He sympathises in our grief, 

And to the siiflF’rer sends relief. 

With boldness, therefore, at the throne 
l..et us imake all our sorrows known. 

And ask the alHs of heav’nly pojr’r, 

T(#help irs in tfaJ evil hour.* 

^T.OG ^ N . 


LO^iE OF GOD. 

Oh!, never, never ianst thou know 
What then for ui^ the Safiour ffore. 
The pangs of tha^^&terious woe 
,That ^rung hiSP'irame at ev’ry p^re. 



liK) THE SACRED L\VE 

The weight tbat/press'd upon his brow. 

The fever of his bosom’s core ! 

Yes ! man fob man perchance may brave 
The horrors of tlie yawning 
And friend for friend, or child for sire, 
Undaunted and iinmovM expire, 

From love — or piety — or pride. 

But who can die as Jesus died? 

A sweet, but solitary beam, 

An emanation from above. 

Glimmers o’er life’s uncertain dream, ^ 

We bail that beam, and call it LfVe’ 

But fainter than the pale star’s ray 
Before the noontidb blaze of day, 

And ligbterrtAan the viewless sand 
Beneath the wave that sweeps the strand, 

Is all of love that man can know,— 

AIJ that in angel-breasts can glow, — 

Obmpar’d, t>! Lord of Hofct! with thine. 
Eternal — fathomless — divine I 
That love, whose praise, with^uenchless lir«' 
Inflames the blest seraphic choir : 

Whet« perfect rapture reigns above, 

And love is all— for Thou art Love ! 

J) v^^ . 


THE SEA, 

If for a time the air be calm, 

* Serene and smootl^ the sea appears, 
And shows no dang« to alarm ^ 

T'he unexperiene’ff landsman’s fears : 

But if the tempoe^Wce arise, 

^iThe faithless Wti.ti'r 8weUs*and raves 
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Its billows, foaming io the skies, 

Disclose a thousand threat'ning graves. 

My un sy’d heart thus seemM to me 
(So little of myself 1 knew) 

Smooth as the calm unrutlled sea, 

11 ut, ah ! it prov’d as trtach’rous too! 

The i»ea( (* of which T had a taste 
WJieii Jesus first his love reveal’d, 

I forully hop’d would always last, 

Ilecause my foes were then conceal’d. 

Tut when I felt the tempter’s pow’r 
House ray corruptions from their sleep, 

I trembled at the stdl*my hour, 

And saw the horrors of tfje deep. 

Now on presumption’s billows borne, 

My spirit seem’d the Lord to dare ; 

Now, quick as thought, a sudden 
Dung’d me in gulfs of black despsur. 

Lord, sa’ e me, or I sink, I pray’d ; 

He beard, and bid the tempest cease; 

The angry waves his word obey’d, 

And all my fears were hush’d to peace. 

The fifeacc h^shis, and not my own. 

My heart (qp better than before) 

Is still to dreadful changes prone, 

' Then let me never trust it more. 

KEWTON. 


THE >YING HOUR. 

Why does the day date is brief, 

Smile satHy o’er t!;vWestern sea; 
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Why does the brown autumnal leaf, 

Haiijf restless on its parent tree ; 

Wily does the rose with drooping head, 

Send riehei' IVagranre Innii the Ixfiver ? 

Their golden time of lile had Hed — 

It was their dying hour. 

Why docs the swan’s melodious song, 

(\>me thrilling on the gentle gale ; i 

Why does the lamb which stray’d along, 

Lie <lowii to tell its mournful tale ; 

Why does the deer when wounded fly 
To the lone vale where night-clouds hny’t 

Their time was past, they liv’d to die, 

It was their dying liKur. 

Wliy does the dolphin ehaiige its hues, 
liike that aerial child of light ; ' 

Why does the cloud of night refuse, 

To i&eet the morn with beams so bright ; 

Wliy d^cs the man we saw to-(fay. 
To-morrow fade like some sweet flowed ? 

All earth can give must pass awaf', 

It was their dying hour. 


KESIGNATIOi^ • 

\^Oh thou whpse mercy |i)Jide.s my waj:, 
Tho’ now it seems severe, 

Forbid my unbelief to say, 

'Kiere is no mercy here I 

Oh grant me to desir^.he pain 
Tlj^t comes in klnwicss down, 

^>lore than the wor^^fsupremest gain 
Succeeded by a 


v/i:iK. 
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Then, the’ thou bena my spirit low, 
Love only shall I see : 

The veiT hand that strikes the blow, 
Was wounded once for me. 


EDMESTON, 


JEHOVAH JESUS. 

My song shall bless the Lord of all, 

My praise shall climb to his abode ; 

Thee, Saviour, by that name I call, 

, Tile great supreme, the mighty Gon. 

Without hegiiiiiing or decline, 

Object of faith, and*iiot of sense; 

Lternal ages saw him shin'^,* 

He shines eternal ages heace. 

As much, when in the manger laid, 
Almighty puler of the sky? 

4ls when the six days' work he made » 
Fill’d all the morning stars with 

Of all the crowns Jehovah bears, 
S^vation is his dearest claim ; 

That gracious sound well-pleased he hears, 
And Q^rns Emmanuel for Bis name. 

A cheerful coDfid|nr.e^ I feel, 

Ifly well-placed hopes witfc joy I see ; 

My bosom glows with heav'niy zeal 
I'o worship him who died for me.* 

As mail, be pities ^y complaint, 

His pow'r and wth are all, di via* : 

He will not fail, h^arinot faint, 

iSalvatio|i'8 sure,/!^^ must be mii^, , , 



IM 
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RESlGNivTlON 

When musing sorrow weeps i\\e patty 
And mourns the pn^ent pain • 

How sweet to think of piace at fast, 
And feel that dci th is gain ' 

’Tis not tliat muim’riiig thoughts arise. 
And dread a Father’s will ; 

’Tis not that meek submission flieV, 
And would not sutler still. 


It is that lieav'n-taiight/ffiVA sursejs. 

The path to realms ol light ; 

And longs her eagle plumes to raise, 

And lose hciselKii sight. 

It is that Aojbc with ai'doui glows, 

To see Him face to face, 

Whose dying love no language knows 

Sufficient ai't to trace. 

' • 

It fs that harass’d conscience feels, 

That pangs of struggling si|^ ; 

Sees, though afar, the hand that heals, 

Ajtd ends her war within. 

Oh ! let meowing my hallow'd flight 
From earth-born woe apd care ; 

And soai* beyond these j*ealms of night. 

My Savioifr’s bliss to share. 

xori 


WIND. 


I’ve listen’d to the milhight wind 
wtich seem’d to fmey's ear 
mournful muskM the mind, 
*11^ echo of a tea^ 
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Arfd still rncthought the hollow souDd> 

Which melting swept along, 

Th(^ v^ce of other days had found, 

. With all the powers of song. 

I’ve listen’d to the midiiiglid: wind, 

And thought of friends untrue-— 

Of h^rts that seem’d so fondly twin’d, 

That nought would e’er undo ; 

Of cherish’d hopes, once fondly bright — 

Of joys which fancy gave— 

,OI* youthful eyes, whose lovely light 
* Where darken’d in the grave. 

nigh 

When all was still as death ; 

When nought was heard, before, behind— 
Not even the sleeper’s breath. 

And 1 have sat at such an 1)our, 

And heaxVl the sick man’s sigh ; ^ 

Or seen the babe like some sweet Hower, 

At thtA lone moment die. 

listen’d to the midnight wiad, 

And wept for others woe, 

Nor Q^uld the heart such music find, 

Td%id ift»tear drops floV. 

■Jhe melting vaice of one^we lov’d, 

Whose voice was heard no more— 

S^m’d when those fancied chords were mov’d 
Still breathing as before. 

Tve listen’d to fhe midnight wind, 

And sat besieV the dead,? ^ 

And felt those nrjvings of the mind 
Whith own a Vv^i'ct dread. 
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The ticking clock wnich told the hour 
Had then a sadder chime ; 

And these winds seem’d an unse^ power, 
Which sung the dirge of time. 

c 

I’ve listen’d to the midnight wind. 

When, o’er the new-made grave 
Of one whose heart was true and ^ind, 

Its rudest blasts did rave. 

O ! there was something in the sound, 

A mournful melting tone, 

Which led the thoughts to that dark 
Where he was left alone. 

« 

I’ve listen’d to Jhe midnight wind, 

And courtdd sleep in vain 
While thoughts like these have oft combin'(i> 
To rack the wearied brain. 

Anri even when slumber soft and deep, 
seen the eyelid close* 

The restless soul which cannot sleep — 

Has stray’d till morning ro#. 


.MIDNIGiiT MEDITATiiDN. , 

When restless 4 >d my beiT'l lie, 

Still courting sl*ep, which still will 
Then shall reflection’s brighter pow*r 
Illumf the lone and midnk ht hour. 

I 

If husl^d the breeze an^alm the tide, 
Soft will the^stream ofmeiu’ry glide 
And aH the past, a ge^e train, 

rememhraaft, live agaifi. 
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Perhaps that anxious fiieud I trace, 
Belov’t\till life’s last throb shall rease, 

Whose voice fii*st taught a Saviour’s worth 
A tutuie bliss miknoivn on earth. 

J 

His laithful counsel, tender care, 

Unwogiied love and humble priiy’r; 

O these still claim the grateful tear, 

And all my drooping courage cheer. 

if Iriud the wind, the tempest high, 
iAid darkness wraps the sullen sky, 

T muse on life’s temfiestuous sea, 

And sigh, O Lord, to conie to thee. 

Toss’d on the deep and swelling wave, 

O mai k my trembling soul and save ; 

Give to my view that harbour near, ► 

Where thou Wilt chase each grief anr\1ear. 

NOl L. 


VICTORY IN DL’ATH 

Away ! thou dying saint, away * 

Fly to the mansions of the blest, 

Thy God no fnore requires* thy, stay. 

He calls thee toiotei'nal re«^. 

Thf toilB at length have reach’d a close. 
No more remains tor thee to do ; 

Away^ away to^y repose. 

Beyond the reacll of evil go. 

Away to yonder realms of light, 

Where m^titudes, aedeem’d with ililood, 
Enjoy the beiatific sight, 

A^d dwell for ever with their God, 
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Go, mix with them, and share their joy. 

In heav’n behold the sinner’s frif'nd; 

In pleasures share that never rloy, 

I u pleasures that ^ill never end. 

ft 

And may our happy portion be 
To join thee in the realms above, 

The glory of our Lord to see, 

And sing his everlasting love. 

KT I ry, 


( OMPASSION FOR THE AGED. 

t 

Lov’st thou tp see the light of morn 
Across th§ wintry landscape gleam, 
Now glist’ning on the silverM thorii> 

Now glancing from the frozen stream ■’ 
Then go, and bid the smile of joy 
?’o age’s wither’d cheek feturn ; 

Tlrt pow’r, which heav’n has lent, empbiy 
To make the taper clearer 4/urn. 

I'hough, pale and dim, the orb of 
May not the face of nature warm ; 

His htl'ul glance, his feeble ray 
Impai^ a faint, a passiifg*^ charm : 

And though 4^he sad, th(l stranger smUe 
May not reverse the suff’rer’s doom, 
’Twill case the aching heart a while, 

A nd light the pussag^Ho the tomb. 


SUMMER HYMN. 

God of my sires ! yon arch of blue— 
balmy breeze— that verdknt hue ; • 
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And this warm glow of summer’s prime 
Transport me o’er the bounds of Time. 

To gaze new worlds arise 

And people yonder orient skies ; 

The boundless realms of ’erial space 
Have many a bright and beauteous place 
That earth-born eye may never see ; 

That e'lrth-born thought, howe’er so free, 
Can image not, nor shadow out, 

Even with the misty trace of doubt. 

Yet there, O God ' like ocean’s sand 
Jh^*e(v'd on the shelving surf-beat strand, 
Tnnuineious hosts — a countless throng, 
Spontaneous swell thw choral song 
Of endleSvS praise ; for these, as here, 

All that asks worship, love, or fear ; 

All, all above, around, below, 

To tlieet First Cause, their being owe : 

Thy hat gav <5 them instant birth ; 

Thou, thou from chaos call’dst themtfbrth. 
Vast, uwfyl, measureless, immense 
Thy power is, and omnipotence 1 
But oh ! thy gentle Ia>ve, 

Softly streaming from above ; 

Warm as the solar bea^J of day, 

Yet calwj and sweet as Hesper’s ray. 
As far-— to spae^^’s utmost end^, 
one glad reign of bliss iixtends ! 

Before thy strength, — before thy power 
’Tis felt ; — Oh ! even in child hood’*^hour, 
Or e^r the miq^ hath garner’d thought, 
Instinct to worsilip that hath taught ! 

’Tis that which ^ave yon gushin^streani ; 
’Tis that which gave this gladd’uing blam 
This flwvccy ineaAf— yon Bpreadi]|g lawn ; 
The healthful breeze of early daw% 
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The yellow broom ; — yon healher-bell ^ 

'I'he primrose blushing in the dell; 

Tlie pearly dew, that crowns each 
Each flower, each leaf, with many a gem,' 
Fairer than decks a dlb.dem ! 

And, nor the*last nor least, with praist^ 

And swelling heart, in artless lays, 

Giv’st me to kneel before thy throne*' 

Plere, in this temple of thine own : 

Its roof, yon arch of azure hue, 

A clear, calm, holy, cloudbess blue ; 

Its altar, yon steep hills that rise 
In misty grandeur to the skies ; 

Its incense, that one flA‘cy cloud. 

Stainless as infayit*beauty*s shroud ; 

Its matin hymn, that swelling note 

That warbles through the lark’s clear throat. 

This humble love, yet strong — siiiC/ere ; 

This tiensive jo^ ; this happy tour ; 

Its worthip all.— Its priest, the thought 
With prostrate adoration fraught,^ 

That Thou art all in all !— that Man, what i'^ 
he ?— Nought I ATp " oOn . 


THE cat ACE OF OOit 

m 

Mark where th^ wave, at eventide, 
In seeming slumber lies ; 

Mark Jjow its glassy face reflects 
The richly-painted skieij^ 

The brig^itcst ]^ue8 of heiv en there 
^ faint resemblance smne. 

Thou oft thepassingjripple breot^s 
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So, when redeeming love has sooth’d 
stormy soul to rest ; 

No more by raging passion toss’d, 

By anxious sorrow press'd ; 

Cold and unstable in himselt’ 

As yonder changeful waves, 

Uis boloin still reflects to heaven 
The image it receives. 

He jeels a love, by love inspir’d, 

* '*lleturning whence it came, 
rhan can surrender all for One, 

Who left so much Tor him. 

And there is joy— the joy of One 
Who, from a state of bliss. 

Looks back upon the awful depth 
Of wrath ^hat once was his : 

I’eace such as earth hath none to give 
The pea^e of sin forgiv’n ; 

exalted from the world, 
JiHd bliss secur’d in heav’n : 

Faith that cjin rest upon h^r God, 
However <!ark his ways ; • 

While reason qiSbstioas of4iis word, 
Relieves it— and obeys. 

Patience, forbearance, gentleness, 

TLfe offsprm^>all of heav’n, 

Such as bedt a contrite soul, 

Mindful of sink forgiv’n s'* 

These, imd whatevY else may seeyo. 
Most beautiful, most fair, 

1 2 
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Serenely beamings on the soul, 

Will trace their image there. 

MRS. Fin, 


THB BIRTH OF CHRIST. 

A Star appear’d, and peaceful threw 
’ Around its holy ray; 

It caught tlie faithful Magi’s view, 

It led the wondrous way, 

From far-fam’d Persia’s smiling bowWs, , 

Fair land of beauty, fruits, and flow’rs.* 

Each heart throughout the gazing throng 
What anurous gladness fills, 

While slowly mov’d that star along » 

O’er Judah’s sacred hills; 

Anc^ softly fix’d its mellow light 
On^istant idethlehem’s joytW night. 

There, unknown to rieh andggroat. 

Or the pel fum’d halls of state, 

Where the golden lumps so bright 
Mock the silence of the night, 

And the stiains of music tender 
Rise and full” ’mid scenes cf splendour.— 

The Prince df Peace, so young, so fan*, 

■ In lowly state was sleeping ; 

While near, with kind jj^rental care, 
flis mother watch w/s keeping* 

The Magi view’d the blest of heav’n, 

Their jdjr was^full — theijf gifts were giv’n. 

Let tAie sound of the sweet harp of Judah arise ! 
Let the hy^^ns of the Gei^tiles ascend to the skies 

CAJirBELL 
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M'O A I'RIEND OM THE RlilTH OF HIS FIRST 
BORN. 

Thv little one has now begun 
Her journey in a vale of tears, 

And cradlM on a mother’s breast, 

She shares her anxious hopes and fears ; 

For many a scene before her lies, 

Ki’e deatli will close those smiling eyes,. 

'I'o givie upon that lovely face, 

I'o l;ear her soften’d tender cry ; 
li^’tinds us of those early days — 

Our helpless years of infancy ; 

When once as young, ahd free from care, 

A mother breath’d for us her prayer. 

Her morn of life is calm and bright, 

No envious cloud is liiig’ring there ; 

And may the ijoon and eve ofdife 
Present a scene as richly fair ; 

And may those hopes our God hath given, 
I^ead her thro* life from earth to heaven. 

Oh /*'SIJh(m that know’st our vrand’rings here, 
Wc dedicate this babe to thee ; 

This tender bud which hears Vithin, 

A spark of ifnmortality : * 

And from thy br%ht and h()ly place, 

Looj^ on hei' with a smiling face. 

WEIR. 


TO THE MEMORY QF QUINTIN LEIJCH, ESQ. 
OlfcENOCK. 

Look on thal; grave, it no common |pot. 

Nor will that hallowed place be soon forimt : 





THE SACRED LYRE? 


Ah ! let no monumental pile be here, 

To court the tribute of a passing tear ; 

Let but the name, the simple name ^':<!^hown. 
And *tis enoughto decorate the stone; 

Enough to arrest the tfioughtless passer bye, 

And bring a teju’ drop to the gazea ’s eye. 

^Vhen he was carried to that lowly place, 

’Twas sad to sec the mourner’s downcast face 
When he was left beneath that silent stone, 
Silence was broke by many a heavy moan ; 

And few descended to the grave’s dark bed, 

With more regret— more blessings on th^ir head: 
’Twas not those feelings sordid souls impart, 

Hut the fond language uf the human heart ; 
Griev’d that thoseApoble traits which nature gave. 
Should thus so soon be sunk into the grave 
Yes, he who slumbers in the dust below, ' 

Was one who keenly felt for others woe ; 

A kindtr bosom) or a heart inorf brave, 

Ne’er tempted danger on the stormy wave ; 
Where long he voyag’d thro’ the angry blast; 

Yet bore the seaman's feelings to Ae last : 

Warm, gen’rous, ardent, and in friends^ ' 

Nor shunn’d the man he when a schoolfToy knev' 
No common pat)^ of life his steps pursued, 

For he was ever where he migl^Udo good, 

To make the kad of human ^ffiing less, 

By giving counsel, *or to aid aistress ; * 

Yet Ccilijo and modest, he would rather shit^ * 

The of praise his generous deeds had won . 
A’*judgment clear, a firm andlactive mjpd, 

With all his many virtues were cumhincd ; 

Yet these, ^hich«round his ^ame a lustre shed, 
Couldanot avert a sick and uying bed, 

For treubl^came, and th^’ he lingerld long, 

' W^lg^^eoth his certain summons did prolong, 
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N(» anxious look, no mtirm'ring word was there, 
Fur he had hopes the righteous only share; 

And as trJi^world gi'ew dim, a beam more bright 
Hurst from that region of unclouded light, 

^ To guide his sjiirit to thp.t happy shore 
Where all is fA‘ace, and man caa vex no more.* 

WEIR, 


A MORNING HYMN. ADAM AND EVE. 

^ These are Thy glorious works, Parent of good, 
Aliaj^lAy, thine this universal frame, , 

Thus wondrous fair ; thyself how wondrous then! 
Unspeakable, who sitt’afjubove these Heavens 
To us invisible, or dimly seeat 
In these thy lowest works yeZ the»||^clare 
Thy goodness beyond thought, and pow’r divine. 
Speak ye who best can tell, ye sons of light, 
Angels ; for ye behold him, and with scngs 
And carol symphonies, day without nigl^t, 

Circle his throne rejoicing ; ye in Heaven, 

Oil Earth, joAi all ye creatui*es to extol 

I5^‘ .Jirst, him last, him midst, and without endX 

Fairesi’^f stars, last in the train of night, 


* The above lindfi are due to thif memory of tliis riipiablt; 
and highly gifted jndi^ual j he was for hx yoart, Magistrate 
of Greenock, and the public worlcBVhich were planned and 
exten^ during this period, will long remain aa^a monu- 
ment or his pains and mdustry Indeed it may besaid, that 
Greenock stands indebted to him for her iirinciiial improve- 
ments. His death, ^ich took place on the 20th^pt(tt(tbcr, 
1827, wasxeU as a severe public loisj and the inhabitants, 
nut of respect ft»r his memory, shut all their shops during 
the jieriod that his body was consigned t^ dust Peace 
to his memory: for a rrtlre benevolent or kinder hearted in- 
dividual never^ireatbed than ^uintin Lcitch, whoHras taken 
amidst his uteftilness, an^jAid ui that place where change 
nffbets not, and where the weary are at rest? 
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If better thou belong not to the dawn, 

Sure pledge of day, that crown’st the smij^vig morn 
With thy bright circlet, praise him in*i1iy sphere, 
While day arises, that sweet hour of prime. ‘ 

Thou Sun, of this great^orld both eye and soul, 
Acknowledge hinf thy greater, soiiitd his praise 
In thy eternal coiii'se, both when thou climb’st, 
And when high noon hast gain’d, and When thou 
fall’st. 

Moon, that now meet’st the orient sun, now tly’st 
With the fix’d stars, fix’d in their orh thai fiigs, 
And yc fhre other wand ’ring fires that movO 
In mystic dance, not without song, resound 
His praise, who out of darkness call’d up light 
Air, and ye elemepft, the eldest birth 
Of Nature’s womb, that in quaternion rttn^ 
Perpetual circle, multiform, and mix 
And nourish all things ; let your ceaseless change 
Vary to fur greaf Maker still new praise. 

Ye Mistssand Exhalations that now rise 
From hill or steaming lake, dusky gr grey, 

Till the sun paint your fleecy skirts with gold,. , 
In honour to the world’s great Author 
Whether to deck with clouds the uncolor'd sky 
Or wet the thirst)| earth with falHng showers, 
Rising or falling stHl advance his^fwaise. 

His praise, ye \^nd8^ that fron^four quarters^jlow, 
Breathe soft or loud; ‘and wave your tojts, ye 
**x^incs, 

With ev^ plant in sign of wt^’ship wave. 
Fountains, and ye that warble as ye flow* 
Melodious murmurs, warbling tune bis praise. 
Join voices, fUl ye living Souj^ ; ye Birds, 
lliat siliging up to Heaven’s gate ascend, 

on yout wings and Inr your notes^s praise, 
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y»‘ that in the waters glide, and ye that walk 
The eart^, and stately tread, or lowly creep ; 
Witness he silent, inurii or even, 

To hill or valley, fountain, or fresh shade 
Made vocal b) iny song, <Snd taught his praise. 
Hail universa? Lord ! be hount^ous still 
To give us only good; and if the night 
H ave gatlier’d aught of evil, or conceal’d, 
Disperse it, as now light dispels the dark, 

MILTOK. 


TUNER A L HYMN. 

Yk midnight shades^ o’er nature spread’ 
Dumb silence of the d^ejry hour ! 

In honour of th* approaching dead, 
Around your havIiiI terrors iwur. 

Yes, pour around 
On this pale ground 

Through all this deep surrounding ^looni, 
Thfgisober thought, 

The tear untaught, 

'I^l]^08e meetest mourners at a tomb. 

Lo ! as the surplic’d train drew near 
To this last mansion of^hnankind. 

The slow 4 itl bell, the sa^lc brie, 

, In holy mulling wrapt, the mind! 

And while their beam, 

With trembling stream, 

Attending tamers faintly dart ; 

“ Each mould’ring bone, 

Each sculptur’d stone, ^ 

Strikes mute in^ruction tef the heart 

Notr let the sa^ed organ blour, 

With Bf^emn pause, and sounding slow 



THE SACRED LYRE^ 


Now let the voice due measure keep, 

In strains that sigh, and words ^at wee]> , 
Till all the vocal current blcnded^ioll, 

Not to depress, but lift, the soaring soul : 

To lift it in the ^Vlaker’s praise, , 

Who firstfinformedour frai/ie with breath ; 
And, after some few stormy days. 

Now, gracious, gives us o’er tro death. 

No King of Fears 
In him appears 

Who shuts the scene of human woes^ 

Beneath bis shade 
Securely laid, 

The dead alone find* true repose. 

f 

Then while we mingle dust with dust, 

To One, supremely good and wise, 

JRaise hallelujahs! God is just, 

And man most happy wh^i he dies ! 

• His winter past, 

Fair spring at last ^ 

Receives him on her flow’ry shore ! 

Where pleasure’s rose 
Immortal blows, 

And sin aijd sorrow are no more ! 

MALLFT. 


JOB’S COMPLAINT. 

Of^l my race there brea|he8~not one, 
To comfort or deplore me ; 

Fain wakes a pulse in every bone, 
And^eathHs closing #'er me. 

Sftll doth his lifted stroke delay, 
Frotiacte^ tortureo^dooming, 
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1, f«el, ere life has pass’d away, — 

Hii worm consuinhig. 

Night spreads her mantle o’er the sky, 
And all around are ‘deeping ; 

While I, ii Hears of agony, , 

My restless couch am steeping. 

I sigh fvr morn, — the rising day 
Awakes the earth to gladness : 

I turn with sick’ning soul away, — 

It smiles upon my sadness. 

(.'’^•s’d he that day, — in tempest wild, — 
When first, with looks delighted, 

My mother srnird upoYi her child, 

And felt her pangs requited ! 

Oh ! that, by human eye unseen, 

1 might have Aed from sorrow ; 

And been as though I had not been,-- 
As I would be to-morrow ^ ] 

The light wave sparkling in the bearaj^ 
That tremhles o’er the river, 
in<uuent shades its quiv’ring gleam, 
T*v\p shuns the sight for ever : 

So soft a ray can pleasure shed, 

While secret snares surroudd it ; 

So swift that^ faithless hope*is Acd, 
Y^hich wins tb^g heart to^wound it ! 

A yown of glory grac’d my brow, 
Whole nations bent before me, 

Princes and hoa*.>y sires would bow 
To iiatter and adore me ; 

To me the widow turn’d for aid, ^ 

And ne’er in va^ address’d me : 

For me t^e grateful orphan pray’d, 

The souls of mis'r} blesa’4 me. ^ 
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I rais’d the drooping wretch that pin’d, — 
In lonely anguish lying; ^ 

Was halm unto the wounded iSind, 

And solace to the dying. 

Till one stern strohe of all my state, 

Of all my bliss, bereft me ; 

And I was worse than desolate, 

For God himself had left me.*' 

Ye, too, as life itself belov’d, 

When all conspir’d to bless me,^ 

I deem’d ye friends,— but ye have pq^'V’d 
The foes who most oppress me. 

1 could have borilc the slave’s rude scorn, 
The wreck of all I cherish’d : 

Had one , — hut one, — remain’d to ipouj n 
O’er me, when 1 too perish’d. 

lUy children sleep in death’s cold shade, 

* And nought can now (fivide them ; 

Oh ! would the same wild storm had laid 
Their wretched sire b(-si(R them ! 

I had not then been doom’d to see 
The loss of all who love me ; 

Unbroken would iny slumbers be, 
Tbough*i^one had wept ^ibove me. 

All ho^ on earth forever fled, 

A higher *hope remaineth; 

*’*Fi’en while bis wrath is o’er me shdli, 

^1 know my Saviour wigneth. 

The worm may waste this with’KUg clay, 
When flesh and spirit sever ; 

My toul shall see etmial day, 

Aud dwell with udd for ever. 


I)AtK. 
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THE DREAM. 

In a (Iream oT^Ijo night I was wafted away 
'I'o the ihuirlands of mist, where the martyrs lay; 
'Vyirre Cameron’s sword auii Ills Bibie are seen. 
Engrav’d on the* stone w’here tin? heather growf> 
green. 

'Twas u dreafh of those ages of darkness and bJood, 
When the minister’s home was the mountain and 
wood ; [Zion, 

When jn Welwood’s daik valley the standard of 
All HodWy and torn ’mong the heather was lying; 
Twas morning ; — and summer’s young sun from 
the east * [breast ; 

X..ay in loving repose on the green fountain’s 
fill woodland and eairn-table the clear shining dew 
Glistened sheen ’mong the heath bells and moun- 
tain flowers blue ! 

And far up in beaten near the white sunn jJ cloud, 
'I'he song of the lark was melodious and liiud ; 

And in Glenmffe's wild solitudes, lengthen'd and 
^ deep, 

Was the v \|jstling of plovers, and bleating of sheep ; 
And Welwood’s sweet valley breath’d music and 
gladness, l [redness ; 

And its fresh meldow blooms Ming in beauty and 
Its daughters were h^>py to had tbe*returning, 
’And drink the delights of a sweet July morning. 
But there were hearts cherished far other f?Wjngs, 
Illum’d by the light|of prophetic revealingvS, 

^ho dranlL from thcscen’ry of beauty but somTW, 
For they knew that their blood would bedew it 
to-morrow, k • [fkereljing, 

’Twas the few faitbfurones who with Cailieiou 
Conceal’d ’nfong the mist, where the #ieath fowl 
• was crying ; [hov’ring,* 

For the horsemen of EarlshaH fffound them jvere 
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And the bridal reins rung through the thin misty 
cov’ring ^ ^ ^ [sheathed, 

Their faces grew pale, an^^heir swords were un- 
But the vengeance tjiat darken’d their brow was 
unbre^thed ; 

With eyes rais’d to heaven in calm resignation, 
They sang their last song to the GoJ of salvation 
The hills with the deep mournful music were 


ringing, 

The curlew and plover in concert were singing,—- 
But the melody died ’mid derision and l^pghter. 

As the host of ungodly rush’d on the slaughter. 
Though in mist anc^ in darkness and fire they 
were shrouded, ^ [clouded ; 

The souls of 4;fa'e righteous were calm and un- 
Their dark eyes flash’d lightning, as fihn and uii> 
bending [ii'^K* 

They gtood liki^the rock which j;hc thunder is rend- 
ITie muskets were flashing, the blue swords were 
•gleaming, 

The helmets were cleft, and Ae red blood was 
streaming; [rctViiii^ 

The heavens grew dark and the tlfStnder was, 
When in Welwood’s dark muirlands the mighty 
were falfing. , [was ended 

\Vhen the ygbteous bad fallen, and the combat 
A chariot of fire through thl^ dark cloud de^eiidei^; 
Th^;j[j|ji'iver8 were angels, on horses of whiteness, 
And its burning wheels turn’d upon axles of 
« brightness ! 

A seraph unfolded its doors bright and shining. 


All dazzli|ig like gold of the seventh refining ;[tion, 
And^he souls tliat came f^*th out of great tribula> 
mounted the chariots and steedft of salvation ; 
^rehe arefi of the ralnbo^ the chariot is gliding, — 
paths of the thuuAer the hoAsmeu 
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Glide swiftly, bright spirits ! the prize is before ye, 
A crovm never fading, a kingdom of glory ! 

ANON. 


VERSES 

Sufifiosed to be written by Alexander ^elkirhj during 
lii^ solitary abode in the Island of Juan Fernandez. 

V ’ 

I AIM monarch of all I survey, 

My right there is none to dispute ; 

From the centre all round to the sea, 
I^amJord of the fowl and the brute. 

0 solitude ! where are the charms 
That sages have seen ly thy face? 

Better dwell ini;he midst of alarms, 

Than reign in this horrible 'place. 

1 am out of humanity’s reach, 

1 must finish my journey alone ; 

Never hear the s^veet music of speech, 

I start at the sound of my own. 

The beasts that roam over the plain 
My form wRh Indifference see; 

‘Tfiey are so unacquainted with man. 

Their IKmeness is shocking to me. 

Society, friendship, and love, 

Divinely bestotv’d upon man, 

O hatk I the wings a dove, • 

^ How soon would 1 taste you again ! 

My swrows 1 then might assuage 
In the ways of jftligion and truth,* 

Might le^n from the wisdom of age, 

And be cheer’d by the sallies of youyn 

Religion ! what treaAre untold 
Resides in that heaveply wordj 
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More precious than silver and gold, 

Or all that this earth can afford: 

Bat the sound of the church- going bell 
These valleys ne^K heard. 

Ne’er sigh’d at the iRind of a knell 
Or smil’d Wien a sabbath appear’d. 

Ye winds, that have made* me your sport, 
Convey to this desolate shore 
Some cordial endearing report* 

Of a land I shall visit no more. 

My friends, do they now and then send 
A wish or a thought after me^ 

0 tell me I yet have a Mend, 

Though a fri^'tid I am never to see ? 

How fleet .is a glance of the mind! 

Compar’d with the speed of its flight, 
The tempest itself lags behind, 

And the swift-winged arrows of light, 
•When I* think of my ovi^i native land, 
t In a moment I seem to he there ; 

But, alas I recollection, at hand, 

Soon hurries me back to despair, 


But the sea- fowl is gone to behest, 
The beast is laid down in his lair- 
E'en hei4; is a season of rest, 

Aijd I to my cabin rtpair. 

There is njercy in e^ry place, • 


And mercy, encouraging though^! 
Gives even affliction a grace, 

And reconciles matfto his lot* 


Cdwiyii. 
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A BIRTH DAY THOUGHT, 

Cfin Ij all- gracious Providence ! 

Cu^l dese™ thy care? 

Ah ' no : I’ve nilrthe least pretence 
"J’o bounties which^I share. 

Have I notfjeeri defended stHU 

From dangers and from death j 
Been safe preserv’d from ev’ry ill 

E’er since thou gav’st me breath ’ 

I live once more to see the day 
• yhat brought me first to light ; 
off! teach my willing heart the way 
To take thy merges right. 

Though daz'/Jing splendoiiff and show, 
My fortune has denied ; 

Yet more than grandeur can bestow 
Content hath well supplied. 

• • » * 

No strife has e’er disturb d my peace, 

No inis’ries have I known ; 

And, that ]tin bless’d xvith health and ease 
With humble thanks I own. 

1 cni^^o one*s birth or fame, 

Their titles, train, or d^ss ; 

Nor has my^ide e’erstreteh’d its aim 
3eyoud wbjt I possess. 

itfik and wish, not to appear 

More beauteous, rich, or gay ; 
Iiord^make m^wiser evVy year,* 

And better ev’ry day. 


A>().V. 
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ON A FUTURE STATE 

’Tis done ! — dread Winter spreads faintest 
And reigns tremendous coiiifuer’d year. 

How dead the vegetable kingdom lies ! 

How dumb the tuneldl ! horror wide extends 
His desolate doi&ain. Behold, foVd man! 

See here thy pictur’d life; ])ass some few years, 
Thyliow’ringSpring, thy Summer’s ardent strength, 
Thy sober Autumn fading into age, 

And pale concluding Winter comes at last, 

And shuts the scene. Ah ! whither noiv a^e tied 
Those dreams of gveatness? those luisolid Ropes 
Of happiness ? those longings after fame ? 

Those flstlcss cares, those busy bustling days ? 
Those gay-sperij, 'festive, nights? those veering 
thoughts, ( 

Lost between good and 111, that shar’d thy life ? 

AU now are^ vanish’d ! Virtue sole suiwives, 
Immor{pil never-failing friem} of Man, 

His guRlc, to happiness on high.— And seel 
’Tis come, the glorious morn! th« second birth 
Of heaven, and earth ! awak’ning Nature heaiyr 
The new creatinff word, and starts to lif|p 
In every heighten’d form, from pain and death 
b'or ever free. The yreat eternal scheme, 

Involving all, and \n a perfect vliiole 
Uniting, as th* prq^pect widgr sju'eads, 

To reason’s eye refin’d clears up apace. 

Ye vainly wise ! ye blind presumptuous ! ' now, 
Conlig^nded in the dust, adoreithat Power 
And Wisdom, oft arraign’d: see now tile CAuse, 
Why unassuming worth in 8eci*et liv’d, 

And dy’d iftglectlld : why good Man’s sliaiv 
In lif(#was gall and bittern ^s of soul : 

Why the loAe widow and^her orphans pin’d, 
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In staninp solitude; while luxury 
In palaces lay straining her low thought, 

To form ur:;^l waa|^why heaven-born truth, 
And moderation fai^RTOre the red marks 
Of superstition’s scourge : yhy licens’d pain, 

'J'diat cr«iel siioilej;^, that embosom’d foe, 

Tinhitter’d all our bliss. Ye good distrest ! 

Ye nohle few ! who here unbending stand 
lleiieath life’s pressure, yet bear up a whfle, 

And what your bounded viei/, w'hich only saw 
A. little part, deem’d Evil, is no more: 

The stprnu of Wintry Time will quickly pass, 
And uift unbounded Spring encircle all. 

THOM.^O^. 


A CHARACTER. 

>Jovv, Truth, perform thine office ; waft asi^e 
The curtain drawnsby Prejudice and Pride^ 
Ueveal (the man is dead) to wond’ring eyes 
This more than qgonster, in his proper guise, 
lie lov’d the World that hated him : the tear 
liiai dropp’d upon his Bible was sincere ; 
Assail’d by ftandal and the tongue of strife, 

11 is only answer was a blameless Afe; 

And he that forg’eVand he that threw the dart 
Had each a brother’s ii||t’reBt in ^is heart. 
IJ^iil’s love of Christ, and steadiness unbrib^d;* 
Were copied close in him, and well transcrib’d. 
He follow'd Paul ! h^p zeal a kindred Rasi^e, 
His apostolk charity the same. 

I?ike him, cross’d cheerfully tempestuona seas. 
Forsaking country, kfn^ed, friend%, ana ease ^ 
Like him he labour’d, ain like him content 
To bear it, suffi^r’d shame where’er he 
K 
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Eliish, Caliiinny ! and write upon his tomb, 

If honest Euloffy can sp*ire thee rouin^ 

Thy deep repentance of thy thousand lies, 

Which, aim’d at him, have{^c’d th’ offended skies* 
And say, Hint out my sin, confess’d, deplor’d, 
Against th ine ipiage, m thy saint, O Lord ! 

COWl'ER. 


THE GLORY OF GOD. 

We sec, with rapt’rous joy, the sun, 

And own its Maker’s pow’r ; » 

And when its daily course is run. 

Ills glory still , adore : 

For then Ills countless worlds/on high, 

The glittering Heaven deck ; ^ 

What myriads praise Him in the sky 

^ On each resplendent speck ! 

(Sreat, wond’rous, empyreal King ! 

We on thy glories gaze, 

Whilst earth, and all her fddness, sing. 
Unceasingly, thy praise. 

O may I never cease my part 
In that ^rand song to bear; 

But, gratefiil, tune my rLvish’d heart 
When dav or night|Appear. 

JlO'f- 


HYMN? 

Thou didst, O mighty God ! exist 
Ere time began it^ rdee ; 
'^Before the ample eUinents 
B^rd up the Tei4 of space : 
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Before llio pond’rous earthly globe 
III fluid air was stay’d, 

Before occan’m mighty springs 
Their liquid stOTes display’d ; 

Ere through the gloom of ancient night 
The strealis of light appear’tS ; 

Before the high celestial arch, 

Or stai'i*y poles were rear’d : 

Before the loud melodious spheres 
Their tuneful round begun ; 

Before^lie shining roads of heav’n 
V ere measur’d by the sun : 

Ere through the empyrgan courts 
Oue hallelujah rung ; 

Or to their harps the sous of'light 
Ecstatic anthems sung ; 

Ere men ador’d, or angels knew, 

Or prais’d tlij^ wond’rous ndhne ; 

Thy bliss, O sacred spring of life ! 

Thy glory, ^as the same. 

nd^nd when the pillars of the world 
With ^dden ruin break. 

And all mis vast and goodly frame 
Sinks in the mighty wreck 

•• • 

When from her orb the moon BhaU*Start, 
Th* astonish’d sun roll bacli, 

And ttll the trembling starry lamps 
Their ancient course forsake ; 

For cver*permanent and fix’d, 

From agitation /ree, ^ 

Unchang’d in everla«;^ng years^ 

Shall thy^existence be. 




AUWiL. 
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PSALM CXXll. 

The fostal Morn, my Goil, is come. 

That rails me to thy honour’d 
Thy prcseiire to adore : 

My feet the siunimons shall attend, 

With willing steps thy Courts ascend, 

And tmid the hallow’d lloor. 

Ev"n now to our transported ejiiis 
Fair Scions tow’rs in prospect rise ; 

Within her gates we stand, 

And, lost in wonder and delight, 

Behold her happy Sons unite 

In friendship’s firmest band, 
e 

Hither from Judah’s utmost end 
The Heat ’ii-protected Tribes ascend; 

Their offTings hither bring : 

Here, eager to attest their joy, 

In hyrnri? of praise their tongues employ, 
^ And hail th’ immorlal King. 

By his Command impell’dcjto Her 
Contending Crowds their cause refer ; 

While Princes, from her Throne, 
With equal doom, tli* unerring JLaw 
Dispense, ^who boast their birth to draw 
FromVmc’« favouivi^ Son. 

L 

Be Peace Vy Each iiliplor’d on thee, 

O Salem, while with bended knee 
To Jacob’s God we pray; 

How blest, who calls tfimself thy Friend’ 
Success his labour shall attend, 

L Andl safety guardVhis way. 

O may'st thou, free from hostile fear, 
Nufthe load voicie of tumult'^hear, 
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* 

Nor war’s wild wastes deplore ; 

May plenty nigh thee take her stand, 

And in thy eourts ivitli lavish hand 
dM rib Lite all her store. 

Seat of my Friends and Brethren, hail ’ 

How ran n:y tongue, O Saleih, fail 
To bless thy lov’d abode? 

How ce^^se the zeal that in me glows 
Thy good to seek, whose W’alla inclose 
The mansion of iny God ? 

I^IEKKICK. 


HYMN. 

Behold ! the mountain of ^he Lord 
In latter days shall rise, 

Above the mountains and the hills. 

And draw the woiid’riug eyes. 

To this the jof^ful nation round, 

All tribes and tongues, shall flow; 

Up to the hill of God, they’ll say, 

And to hi? house we’ll go. 

The be|yp that shines on Zion Hill 
SbalHighten ev’ry land ; 

The King who reigns in ZioA Towers 
Shall all thVworld command. 

No %trile shall ve3?Messiah’8 reign 
iir mar the peaceful years, 

To ploughsharesjooii they beat their swor ds . 
To ^uning-hooks their spears. 

No longer hosts ^ncount’riiig hosts, 

Their millioira slain deplor^; 

They hang the trutipet in the hall, 

And athdy war no«nore. * 
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Come then — 0 rorae from ev’ry land, 

To worship at his shrine ; 

And, walking in the light of G(k1^ 

With holy beauties shine. 

LOGAN. 


MARTYRS. 

Patriots hare toiEd, and in their country’s cause 
Bled nobly; and their deeds, as they deserve. 
Receive proud recompense. W’e give in charge 
Their names to the sweet lyre. Th’ histoi 'cmuse. 
Proud of the treasure, marches with it down 
To latest times; and Sculpture, in her turn, 

Gives bond in s|;oiJe and evcr-during brass 
To guard tlicm, and t’ immortalize her trust. 

But fairer wreaths are due, though never paid, 

To those, who, posted at the shrine of Truth, 
Have falL’n in her defence. A patriot’s blood, 
Wall spent in such a strife, may earn indeed, 

And for a time ensure, to his loy,’d land 
The sweets of liberty and equal laws; 

But martyrs struggle for a brighter prize, 

And win it with more pain. TheirlbJood is shiMl 
In contirmation^f the noblest claim, 

Our claim to feet? upon immoitftil truth. 

To walk with God, to be (Dviiiely free, 

To soar, and to anticipate the skies. 

Yet few remember them. They Jiv’d urii^hown, 
TUI Persecution dragg’d tber'^ into fame, 

And chas’d them up to Heav’n. Their ashes flow 
^No marble tells us whither. With their natneH 
No bard ^mbalfiis and sanctiues his song : 

And' History, so warm ou^eaner themes. 

Is cold orv this. She enecrates indeed 
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J'he tyranny, that doom*d them to the fire, 

But gives the glorious suff’rers little praise. 

cow PER. 


THE CONTRITION OF PETER. 

Hither he came,* and falling on hfs knees, 

Like the’ humble publican smote on his breast, 
And this concession self-accusing made. 

Here let me fall and in repentant tears 
Weep out my soul upon these pit ’less stones, 

]\l!ide ^acr#l by His steps, whose awful name 
Thricelblasphem’d; thrice abjur’d, I dare not speak; 
Though in my supplication Can I say. 

Spare me, O God of mercy ? Can 1 ask 
Pardon of God, unpardon’d of ifiy^lf ? 

(Bi ! wretched recreant creature as 1 am, 

What shall redeem me from this misery, 

And reconcile my conscience to itself, 

A peijur’d conscieflee? Never mor*e can pe^ce 
Dwell in this bosom ; never can my soul 
Ascend out of tb«dust, or lift a thought 
Lmkhope towards heav’n. With Judas let me 
Colleague i\^treason ; with his sin my sin [dwell. 
In til’ exeerction of all time be Jink’d. 

Or shall I venture to look up an^say, 

O God, behold a ^etch, who dflres not sue 
For mcHcy but for mif^ated wr^tH, * 
l^r punishment proportion’d to my bearing, 
Protracted, not too sudden, lest it take 
My senses from me i*id with them all power 
Wf meditatfon, penance and atonement ? 

Spare me a little to ijhhor myself; 

And if the arrow, whij;h my coiisdience tlrives 
Into this guilty hdart, iwaws not enough 
Of its vile blood to purify what’s left, 



THE SACRED LYriv 


Lot the strong hand of justice force it home 
And finish me at once. Was I not warn’d 
Of my presumption, and a signal set . 

'Fo number my denials, when I swore 
Never to swerve, but follow him to death ? 

Mine, like Iscakiot’s,* w'as predicted sin ; 

I spar’d not him, I call’d his will\il guilt. 
Obstinate malice j and can f now urge 
Necessity my plea? All things are kn*own 
'Jo CiifiiST ! the evil motions of my will 
Fie saw, not over-rul’d : I might have pray’d 
For grace, support, prevention ; I i)ray’’i not, 

Hut heedless of the prophecy, and blind, 

Rush’d into sill prepense, self-will’d, self-lost. 
What fascination seiz’d me to draw forth 
The sword in ri^slf defence of Him, whose word 
Legions of Angels could have call’d from heav’n ? 
And what prevaricating demon breath’d 
The lie^into my Ups, when the same night, 

Nay, thtisame ho^r, that saw infe prompt t’ opiiose 
My'*Uf^to danger, saw me meanly shrink 
I’roin what I courted, and behiiuLa lie, 

Three times repealed like a coward, sculk ? 

And did I not know Christ whom I |lenied ? 
Did I not know the Master whom I serv’d, 

Who call’d me td^him, pour’d into my heart 
His heav’nly doctifines, rais’d nt^ lowly thoughts 
From the mean drpdgery of**! fisher’s trade* 

A iid^ taught me in the energy of faith 
To walk upon that sea, in which ere-while*' 

^ *he net and toil’d fa> daily bread ? 

0 memory, once my glory, now my cul'se, 

To what sad purpose do I caU thee home, 

Absent inNdangelh, present^ ^spair? 

la thetnAio wonder doneopCuiifdiT on earth 

1 hare noti'Aritnesa’d ? l^d 1 not bellold ' 
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Dead Lazarus revive at his command? 

What ■shall I say to him, whom I saw die, 

AVheii livingjie arraigns me lace to face? 

What Jinswer make to those, whom I have serv’d 
From one small wallet with the bread of thousands ? 
'J^ie very blind, |re they receiv’d their sight, 

Saw more than I, and hail’d him Loan and Christ. 
Who shall bejieve when 1 renounce belief? 
rile very de\’ls own Him whom I denied. 

Can I call the.sc accurst, whose impious cry 
Dooms him to death ; who smite him with their 
•jjalftis 

Jllaspheming? Harder than their hands'my l>earf. 
Wretch ! ’twas my false to»gue train’d them on to. 
On me, me only all their sin rel}ounds: [inurd^’ .* 
I stand condemn’d, they free. Can I forget 
How oft my lips confess’d him son of God ' 

Perish that tongue, which could revoke its faith, 
Disown confession |ind belle my htiart. 

Denied of me on earth, when in the cloud sf 
Of lieav’n he comes at the right hand of Pow i*, 

And sends his Ar%els with the trumpet’s sound 
1 o'^dther his plect from the four winds,* 

When, as a shepherd Culling out his Hock. 

To sopaiate all nations and divide 

The good from evil^he proceeds, 4h ! then, 

'Fheii will he not refort the fatal word# 

First us’d of me, I kno^ thee not ! Depart, 

Tlf()u wi^ed servant, into utter darkness. 

There weep and gnash thy teeth in fires prepai'’d 
For Satak tyid his outcast crew accurst? 

CUMBERLAND, 

HUMAN.FRAILTY. 

Weak an d^irr&ol uteris man; 

The purpose of t ^-day, 

2 K* 
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Woven with pains into his plan, 

To-morrow rends away. 

The bow well bent, and smart the spring 
Vice seems already slain ; 

But passion , rudely snaps the /itriiig, 

And it revives again. 

Some foe to his upright intent 
Finds out his weaker part ; 

Virtue engages his assent, 

But Pleasure wins his heart. 

’Tis here the folly of the wise 
Through all his prt we view ; 

, \nd, while his tongue the charge denies, 

His conscience owns it true, 

Bound on a voyage of awful length 
And dangers little known, 

A "stranger io superior strength, 

, 4lan vainly trusts his pwn, 

But oars alone can ne'er priKiciil, 

To reach the distant coast! 

The breath of Heav’n must swelj, the sail, 

Or all the toil is lost. 

cowrEH. 


A JIECBIPT FOR SAPPINESS. 

Traverse the world, go fly from pole to 
Go as winds can blow or platers roll, 

All^ all is vanity, beneath the sun, 

To certain death throgb diif’r^nt paths we run. 
See the psAe miser poring o’er his gold; 

See there a galley-slave to /iuser>)Sold! 
4|i|itiou’8Vvot'rles groa;^ beneath its- weight, 
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Tbe splendid victim of the toils, of state. 

Lo! jii the niaiitling^ bowl sweet poisons flow; 
I^ove’s softest pleasures terminate in woe: 

Even learning; ends her vast career in doubt, 
j^nd puz/diii^^ on makes u^thin^r clearly out. 
AV'ljere then is ^^v’rcigii bliss ? V\yiere doth it grow 
Know, mortal ' happiness ne’er dwelt below. 

I.ook towards Ileav’n, be Ileav’n thy only care; 
Spurn the vile earth — go seek thy treasure there ; 
A virtuous course, and Heav’n alone you’ll find, 
Can fill a boundless and immortal mind. 

MONTHLY magazine. 


HlWfN. 

Mutability of the Creation } immutability of G'orf> 
Great Former of this various frame ! 

Our souls adore thine awful name! 

And how and tremble, whije they pvaiw^ 

The Ancient of eternal days. 

Thou, Lriid, with unsurpris’d survey, 
Saw’st nature rising yesterday ; 

And, as to-morrow, shall thine eye 
See elrth aud stars in ruin lie. 

Beyond an^angel’s vision^bright, 

Thou dwell^st in self-existent light, 

Which shines, frith undifninish’d ray, 

^yiiile suns and worlds in smoke decay. 

Our days A taansient period run, 

And change with evVy circling sun; 

And, in the ^mest state we boast, 

A moth can fri|sh us into dust. * 

But, l<|t tliS crea^res fall aroun^, 

Let death consign tis to the ground, 
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•d-iS 

Lot the last gen’ral flame arise, 

And melt the arches of the skies; 

(^alm as the summer's ocean, we r 
Can all the wreck of nature see; 

While grace sccurei us an ahode 
Unshaken asTthe throne of Gcrl. 

1’, nonnninGK. 

IHE FUTILITY OF MAN’S RESOLUTIONS 

ViJiTL’E for ever frail as fair below, 

Her tender nature suffers in the crowd, * ^ - 

Nor touches on the world without ‘a stain ; 

The world’s infectious; f“w bring hack at eve 
Imn^’^ .ulate the mariners of the morn, 

Something we thought, is blotted; we rfcsolv’d, 

I.> shaken ; we renounc’d, returns again. 

Each salutation may slide in a sin 
Unthnught before, or fix a former, flaw. 

Nor IS it^trange light, motion, concourse^ noise, 

All .s?;atter us abroad; thought outward bound, 
Neglectful of our home affairs, flie^off 
In fume and dissipation, quits her charge, 

And leaves the breast unguarded to the l^oe. 

voirNG. 

CHllLSTW PREDICTION FULFILLED. 

‘ Ok ps ^nd on our children he his blood !”— 

Such was your imprecation, 0 ye .Tews, 

'' siffht the world 'sdledeemer stood 

GashM o’er with wounds, and emptying eV’ry vein, „ 
t- 1 'or man’s redemption ; and behold ! it flows, 

It whelms ufllon ythi in a floo(^-g^te tide; 

Steep’d fc) the lips ye are in {i\ the\hlood 
Of nil tlie. rigfi^teous shed upon the eartli, 
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1^’i‘oin blood of righteous Abel to the blood 
Of Zechariali, whom your fathers ston’d 
Betwixt thi altar and tlie house of God. 

’^'e have enough ; the mark is on your race ; 

Ye have drawn down the Judgment ye provok’d, 

It rests upon ylu . Yet for you tio rest, 
station, no abiding-place is found, 

Strangers fi 4 id weary wand’rcrs ujioii earth. 

It in the dust of your Jerusalem 

^Vlth foot proscrib’d ye dare to tread, ye die; 

A ravage race usurps your sacred mount, 
Xiula^onfan echoes an mihallrtw’d name; 

Sltoiild ye but stop to shed a filial tear 
Tpon the soil where j’oui*forefathers sleep, 

Woe to the circumcis’d that so -is found ! 

Oh ' slow of heart, w'heii wdll ye>niderstand, 

J'hat thus afflicted, scatter’d, and dispers’d 
Through every clime and kingdom of the world 
dfi' are sent forth publish, as ye pass, 

How truly Chuist predicted of your fate 
And though your lips deny, your suff’rings prove 
That prophet .T*sirs, whom your fathers slew, 
Was Saviour, Christ, Messias, Son of God. 

rUMBERLANl) 


A DREAM. 

\^11 may sleep present us fictions, 
Since our waking moments teem 
With such fanJ?ifiil convictions 
As make life itself a dream.— 
Half oiir dayli^Jt faith 's a fable 
Sleep disport* wilh shadows too, 
Seemingjn Ihefr tirn as stable 
As the world we wa’Ie to view. 
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Ne’er by day did Reason’s mint 
Give my thoughts a clearer print 
Of assur’d reality, 

Than was left by J^hantasy 
Stamp’d and coloifi*’d on my sprite 
In a dream 6f yesternight. 

In a bark, incthought, lone steering, 

I was cast on Ocean’s strife, 

This, ’tvvas whisper’d in my hearing. 
Meant the sea of life. 

Sad regrets from past existence 
Came, like gales of chilling breath; 
Shadow’d in the forward distance 
-Lay the land qf death. 

Now seemiug more, now less remote, 
On that dim-seen shore, methought, 

1 beheld two hands a-pace 
Slow uushi'Qud a spectx'e’s fpce ; 

Aii^ my desh’s hair upstood,--i- 
'Twas mine own similitude. 

But my soul reviv’d at seeing 
Ocean, like an emerald spark, 

Kindle, while an air-dropt being, 
Smiling, steeV’d my bark. 
Heaven-Uke— yet he look’d 'as human 
As supernal beauty can# 

4 VIoi;e compassionate than woman, 
Lordly more than man. 

^nd as some sweet clarioiit^ breath 
Stirs the soldier’s scorn of death-— 

So his accents bade me brimk 
The spectre’s eyes of icy.lool^ 

Thl it shut them — turn’d itsihead, 
Like a foe, a«d fled. * 



J'HE SACRED LYRil 

“ Types hot this,” T saitl, “lair Spirit’ 

That my death-honr is to come ? 

Say, A'tfiat days shall I inherit ? — 

Xell my soul their sum.” 

“ No,” he said, “ yon* phantom’s aspect, 

Trust mcjfivould appal thecfworse, 

Held in clearly measur’d prospect:— 

Ask n§t lor a curse! 

IVIake not, for I overhear 
Thine unspoken thoughts as clear 
As thy mortal ear could catch 
tllie close-brought tickings of a watch — 

Slak(“ not the untold request 
That ’s now revolviDig in thy breast. 

“ ’Tis to live again, remeftsi||fing 
Youth’s years, like a scene rehears’d, 

In thy second life-time treasuring 
Knowledge from the first. 

Hast thou f?lt, poor self-deceiver! 

Life’e career so void of pain, 

As to wislftits fitful fever 
New begun again? 

Could experience, ten times thine, 

Pain%om Being disentwine — 

Threads by fate together sfun ? 

Could Ihy flight heaven’ 8 *lighining shun ? 
1^0, iigr could t^y foresight’s glance 
’^ape the myriad shafts of chance. 

“ Would’st tlipu hear again Love’s trouble— 
Friftidship’s death- dissever’d ties ; 

Toil to grasp nr miss the bubble 
Of Ambitioirs^rize? 

Say thy liji's nef^-guided action 
Flow’tf from Virtue’s fairest springs— 
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Still would Envy and Detraction 
Double not their fttirigs ? 

Worth itself is but a charter 

To be ]ii.tnkind*s distinguish’d martyr.’" 

— [ caught the morale and cried, Hail, 

Spirit! let UHuOnward sail 
Envying, fearing;, hutin^ none, 

Guardian Spirit, steer me on’’ 

T. tAMl’BLJ.J 


SONNETS. 

As the tall ears bow to the sunburnt renjier, i ' 
Life’s joys encounter Time’s advnncinjg sickle. 
As mingled shapes float o^br the fever’d sleejHT, 
OA'fortiines glide more varied, and as fickle 
Yet better fur tbp^|gale that stirs the soul, , 

Than calms, however lovely, — that delay us 
To strive with elements, whose dull control 
I’latteifl our lazy pride, but to Irjtray us ; 

13ut best,€^tbe heart which builds its lofty aim 
Among the stars ; — and, in the hand of heaven, 
(eNinfides its treasures till the day ol claim, 

Nor fears Life’s billows, wheresoe’er ’tis driven: 
His love cheers cv’n the lazar> house of (dTarnc,— 
Who sooth’d the stoim, and staid the burning levin ' 

EVENING. 

cv 

Behold^ the^ moon !-^who8e heavenly alohyrny 
Turns waves and clouds to silver. And bchofd,-- 
It i^the glorious firmament, ^lich of old 
Shook with hs empyrean harmony, — * 

^Vhcn, from his Maker’s hands, >^an first walk’d 
Amid the sfriless diii verse. Tt(je^dd,— [free 
The fitke gold now is dim ! Ifet hi were cold 
Who fallen thdugh he is, c^inld joyless sm 
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Siicli scene ajt this ; or stand as I do now 

IViid proofs of love which evermore eiidares,— 
Nor tell th^s false frail world, he ne’er shall b<»vv 
ro its vain threats, or court its vainer lures 
Alas ! too seldom, ev’ii tln^ purest soul 
•With ]M)w’r to^corn, and spriugifrum its contiad, 

rAKK. 


STANZAS. 

Oh ' brightly glides the silent stream, 

Aloflg the air no breeze is Howing ; 

^ei’enely shines the j'oiing moonbeam, 

And all the eastern #tars are glowing. 

No living leaf’s among the trees, 

Save on the aspiii’s lightest d*ough ; 

The northern lights are o’er the seas, — 

The mist sits on the <lim hill’s brow, — 

And all is calm, but thec.iny Soiil» 

Oh ! all i« calm but thee ! 

The birdsdaave sung themselves to sleeji ; 
Nor ev’n the forest owls are hooting ; 

While oft, along night’s shadowy steep, 
Withmlent glance the stars are shooting. 

And sleep is in the city’s bttunds, 

As well as Vi the dusky flill, 

the cprfew’s v^^ice no loi^ger sounds,— 

The hum of multitudes is still, — , 

* And all at rest, but thee my Soul, 

Oh! all att'est but thee! 

• 

Yet not far distyit is the clime 

Where thisj^ight frame of Ihingiiinust sever, 
And the disoraer^lStream of Time 
Leap oier its botUH^ and break ipr ever 
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Then mountains shall be wrapt in ilame^ 

The spheres roiiclude their ancient song; 
Cities lie waste without a name, q 
Stars mingle in the ruin’s throng,— 

And all decay hut thee my Soul, 

Oh ! all dcti^y but thee ! f 

VARK 


RACllEI^ 

I will Bot weep, my hoy, for thee, — 

Though thou wert all the world to me'! 

I would not wish thee wak’d again, 

To strive, like me, wit^» want and pain, 
r tyjll but close that still bright eye, 

And kiss that JJirow so pale and high, 

And those pure lips, whose tones divihe 
Caught their first words, first pray’rs from mine 
And Md thee to this bosom lone. 

Which .thou hast left as cold’s tliine own, — 
AilJ t^ius, implore the God who takes,— 

To help the heart thine absence ^)reak8 * 

My boy,— my boy,— this darken’d earth 
Shall never more to me seem lair ; 

And T shall stand, ’mid all its mirtK;' 

Like somethifig which should not be there ' 

Yet ’twas heav’n thy soul was borne, 

And wherefore should thy^parent mOurn^ 
Perhapi in mercy, He reprov'd 
The selfish zeal with which I lov’d. 

I’l# mourn no more! my GoS, thon ki^ow’st 
The wealth my desolate heart has lost ! 

Oh ! shie^ me from repiningVares, 

Whqp other parents point ^irs ; 

Bripg hack that light I nfiw befioldc— 

, Oh these fev’d featuresf — calm and cold, — 
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That deathless smile, which whispers me 
IIp,died in peace and joy with Thee ! 

My boy,— ray boj", — sustaining Pow’r 
Thy sitilviiiji Mother well may crave,— 
welcome shall be tha,|; blest hour, 

Which sees^ier share thy lonely grave ! 

PARK. 


STANZAS TO.- 

The world’s forgotten while I gaze on thtll^. 

And, sweol as echoes from a lonely shore, 

Thy pfnsive accents render back to me. 

Feelings of bliss I deem’d ^br ever o’er. 

Or/thee the broken hearted toownight gaze, ’ 

And half forget that e’er they wislfd to die; 

Nor sin itfelf,— Aom Earth could e’er erase 
All Eden,— while thy pure soul lit that eye. 

Pure as the dew, ^sorb’d in heaven’s light^ 

Ere yet it mingles in the darker show’r, — 

I'liat soul contradis my own to deeper night, 

And makes me but an infant in thy powT. 

'I'liy bloom lydeathlcss. Neither time nor woe 
Shall see thy Soul’s unclouded betuty flit; 

Nor age can ever those eyesf whose glow 
Comes from a shrine which God himSelf hath lit ! 

PARK. 

iHE MYSTERY OF % FUTURE STATE. NO AR^U- 
MENT AGAINST IT, 

Still seems it strange, that thou •shouldst live for 
ever ? 

Is it less strange/that tfio^ shouldst llij^ at all 
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TFiis is a miracle; and that no more. 

Who gave beginning, can exclude an end ; ' 
Deny thou art, then, doubt if thou be, 

A miracle, with mira<-les irudos’d. 

Is man ! and starts hi|i faith at what is strange 
What less than wonders from the*VVonderful ? 
What less than miracles from Goil can How'-’ 
Ad mit a God —that mystery siiprejj^e ! 

That cause uncaus’d! all other wonders cease ; 
Nothing is marvellous f(»r him to do; 

Deny him — all is mystery besides. 

VW nothing know, but what is marvell<5us : . 
Y'et what is niarvelloiis, we cant believe. 

So weak our reason, aq,*! so great our God, 
W)|^’/ most surprises in the sacred page, 

4 Or full as strange, or stranger, must be true. 
Faith is not reasou’s labor, but repose. 

vou 


•■‘ffiE CONTEMPLATIST : NIGHT PIECE. 

The Queen of Contemplation, Night, 
Begins her balmy reign ; 

Advancing in their varied light 
Her silvftf-vested train. 

’Tis str|inge, *the many m^’shalPd stars 
That ride {mn sacrej/ round, 

Should keep, among their rapid cars 
A silence so profound ! 

t 

\ kind, a philoeophic calm 
The cool creation wea^s ! 
i\nd ivhat day drank of d^y balm, 

I The gentle Night f^fiaii^ 
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Behind their leafy eurtiiins hid, 

, The feather’d race how still ! 

How q^iet now the gainesome kid 
That ^arnbord round the hill ! 

The sweeis, that, bending o’er their banks 
Fj’om sultry Day declin’d; 

Revive in little velvet ranks, 

And^cent the western wind. , 

The Moon, preceded by the breeze 
'X'hat bade the clouds retire, 

Appears among the tufted trees, 

A Phfenix’ nest on lire. 

Rut soft — the golden ^low subsides ! 

Her chariot mounts onjiigh ! 

And now, in silver’d pomp s|^ rides 
Pale regent of the sky ! 

Where Time upon the wither’d tree 
Hatli car V 111 the moral clufir, 

I sit from busy passions free. 

And breg^ie the placid air. 

The wither’d tnee was once in prime; 

Its lynches brav’d the sky! 

Thus, apthe touch of ruthlei^ Time, 

Shall You^ and Vigour^die. 

I’m lifted to the blue expanse: 

It gl^Tvvs serenliy gay ! 

Ome, Science, by my side advance, 

We’ll search^the Milky Way. 

Let us descend — The daring flight 
Fatigues mv feeble mind 

And science^M the maze of light, 

Is impot<mt and blind. 
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What are those wild, those wand’rii)g'|10l'cay 
That o’er tlie moorland ran ’ 

Vapours.— How like the vaifue <?esires 
That cheat the heart ol’ man ! 

But there’s a friendly guide !— a flume, 
That, lambent o’er its bed,* 

Enlivens, with a gladsome beam, 

The hermit’s osier shed. * 

Among the russet shades of night, 

It glances from afar I ^ 

And darts along the dusk; so bright, 

It seems a silver star! 

Jfi coverts (where the few frequent) 

If Virtijp deigns to dwell, 

'Tis thus the little lamp, Content, ' 

Gives lustre to her cell. 

Hflw smooth that rapid river slides 

. j/rogressive to the deep I 

The poppies, pendent o’er its^ides, 

Have charm’d the waves to sleep. 

Pleasure’s intoxicated sons ; 

Ye indolent! j^egay! 

Reflect— for as the river runs, 

Life ^ings its trackless way. 

That branching grove of dusky green 
Conceals the azure sky ; 

Save where a starry spacqi between 
Relieves the darken’d eye. 

Old ^^oT, |hus, with shades impure 
. Throws sacred Truth^benmd : 

Vet, sometimes, throufh theVleep obscure 
She bursts upon /ne mind. 
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atjd her sistei Silence reign, 

* They lock the shepherd’s fold ! 
l5ut hark — I hear a lamb complain, 
’Tis^lost upon the wold' 

To savage herds, thatjhunt for prey, 
An unr^isting piizc! ^ 

For, having trod a devious way, 

'J’he little ramblor dies. 

• 

As luckless is the Virgin’s lot. 
Whom pleasure once misguides : 
Wheg hurried from the halcyon cot. 
Where Innocence presides — 

The passions, a relentless train! 

To tear the victim, run%i; 

She seeks the paths of pence i« vain, 
Is conquer’d— and undone. 

How bright the little insects blaze. 
Where wiltows shade the way; 

As proud as if their painted rays 
Could en^late the day! 

’Tis thus the pigmy sons of pow'r 
Ad\MGe their vain parade ! 

Thus ^ter in the darken*^ hour, 
And like t^e glow-woms fade! 

Tl^ so^ serenity^f night 
Ungentle clouds deform ! 
itie silver host that shone so bright, 
Is hid behini a storm ! 

• ^ 

The angry elenj^nts engage! 

An oak (a^vied bower,) 

Repels the rJhgh’wind’s noisy rage, 
And shielas me rrqpii the showv. 
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TliP raiinour, thus, of rushing fate 
I’ve learnt to render vain: 

For, whilst Integrity’s her seat, 

The soul will sit serene. 

A raven, from soii.e greedy vault, 

Amidst that cloistered gloori, 

Bids me, and ’tis a solemn thought ! 
lieflect upon the tomb. 

TJie tomb !— The consecrated dome * 

The temple rais’d to Peace ! 

The port, that to its friendly home * 

Compels the human race. ! 

Yon village, the, moral mind, 

I'.' A solemn aspect wears j 

Where sle^> hath lull’d the labor'd hind, 

And kill’d his daily cares : 

'Tis hilt the church-yard of the Night ; 
v) n erablfimatic bed ! 

•Tflat offers to the mental siglit 
The temporary dead. 

From hence, I’ll penetrate in thought 
The grave’s un measur’d deep^ 

And tutor’d^ hence, be timely tf^ht 
To meet n\y final sleep. ^ 

’Tis pe^— (Jbfl little jhaos pas|^f) 

Tiic gi'a(^f^ul moon r^tor’d ! 

A f)reeze succeeds the frightful blast, 

That through the fioresl roar’d ! 

i 

The Nightingale, t welcome guest ! 

Renews |jier gentle strajns ; 

^nd Hope (just wand’i iuj^rom my breast) 
Her wonted seat r^ins, V 
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UlM^T-^When yon lucid orb is dark, 
darting from on high; 

My souL a more celestial spark, 
Shall^eep her native sky. 


Faiin’d by the light, thU lenient breeze, 

My liinbi^ refreshment find*; 

And moral rhapsodies, like these, 
Gives^'igoui* to the mind. 

CUNNINGHAM. 


EinTAPH ON 1). S. THOMSON. 

“ A bright to-morrow 
May be never tlilne.*’ 

Think not though health is bouitdin^ in thy vein, 
That health, and youth for ever wilr remain ; 

Nor let the sparkle of a smiling eye, 

Deceive a heai't which only beats to^e ; ^ 

Thy friend was yoiilig, and bade as* fair to ilve, 
With all the pleasing dreams' which fancy gi^?^ 
His morn of life bright, and hope was thei e, 
With joys in prospect he should never share ; 

And who could think to see his opening bloom, 
That these wilSjd soon he wither’d in the tomb ; 
He smil’d to-day — to-morrow sickfless came. 

And quench’d at oudfe poor life’s deceitful fli^e ; 
And ye w|io liu, perhaps may fal^ as soon, 

Thy Sun, alas, oe darke^d ere the noon ; 

And the Ibng grass which to the night winds wave 
May be ere long the c«eering of thy grave ; 

This mournfhl lesson speaks, and speaks alond, 

For thy young friend ttbw slumbers in his shroud ; 
^And nought alas, can^imate his cl&y, 

But the loud thund^ of judgment day. 


L 


wEin, 
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NIGIIT 1*11 AYER, 

On(P more ’tis ui'^ht, ami Life’s cliill weight 
Hath left the earth in blessed •sleef ^ 

The moon shines «*er my < hnmbei tioor, 

Nor sound nor sail' is on the deep. 

T1 e silent sky gleams wide and high, 

With all its glorious host abroad 
Jt is the hour whose thoughtful power, 

Bends down my heart to thee, oh C»od ' 

O’er life’s long track, when I look bMk, 

I see the false, and mourn the lair, 

J too, have seen the alter’d mein, 

J[,too, have worshipp’d Folly’s glare j — 

i too have s]fruiig, when Thought was young, 
Tt) claim the sceptic’s heartless boast, — 

And Vert Thou my refuge now, 

Gdd of m^rust, 1 too wes? lost ! 

The dream is past it could not last ! 

And kindly hast thou dealt*with me - 
To wean my heart from worldly art, 

And fix its wavVing faith on Tiy^. 

In vainer day4, pleasare's vase 

1 <||)uaif*d the draught whig^i milliona rue ; 

Its fragments rpt amid the dust, 

, But Thou canst not diccive me*tuo !' 

With Thee is life, undimm’d by strife; 

^ The strength whose towV time n^ver shakes , 
Thou art the way, where jione can stray ; 

The friend who nf ct forsakes. 

Bilk sorrow’s Wve be my hi^’s grave, 

BlIgbA all the joy^fpjir which Fstrove,— < 
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I niU not shrinki tho’ they may sink. 

Thou wilt spare me but thy love 1 

Thou reiiiJst the storm, thou fced’st the worm, 
These worlds were thy almighty plan,— 

Thou giv’st that sky eacl! beauteous dye,— 

* But M'hat outgoes thy grace to man ? 

All love \y;re faint which words can paint 
— The sire’s who blest me on his knee, 

— The breast’s that first my frail form nurst, 
Compar’d with His who died for me ! 

PARK. 


STANZAS. 

“Blest dayi of youth, % 

Ye never can return.^ 

• 

’Tis sad to think, there was a timOf 
The heart wtft not so searM As now,. 

When even the vei^ dread of crime, 

Would brin^a cloud upon the brow* 

’Tis sad to think those days are gone, 

And wi^ them i^any a dream of bliss ; 

And hope^hich then in prosgect shone, 
Have faded i^r e’er whisper’d this. 

Woul^ ths^ those hours were^ine^igain, 

I’d leave ambitioiPs fondest schemes ; 

And^ount her richest treasnres vain. 

For one short glance of childhoods dreamy. 

• 

* The hied that leavgi a sunny isle, 
x^^ati thither flj when storms^seg 
ah!, l;ho* in aoIf moments smile, 
l^ought i|pn IrecaU fheir peaceful s^ies. 
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The heart was then so ;mre, so fre|^ 

From folly, and the vice (d‘ age ; 

And never thought such blots 4‘,oiild be 
Upon the face of manhood’s piige. 

Sincere in love, in frienhship true, 

Its little fvord Vas free from call ; 

But sorrow with its moments grew, 

Till nought of youth was ling’ring i\ ere. 

The eye grew diUft which once was bright— 
We smile but ah ! ’tis not sincere ; 

And tho' at times the heart grows light, 
How soon ’tis clouded with a tear. 

At morn some fix’d resolVe is mads — 

’ Tir oroke before the day is past ; 

And night comeC only to upbraid, 

The fieeting joys we thought would last. 

Thus daj’ by day^ife hurries on, 

By hopt and fancy still beguil^ ; 

And friends are falling one by one 
Who were our playmates when ii child. 

Oh ! 1 oduld weep as oft 1 think 
How happy then, how alter’d noviy^ 

While standing oix the grave’s dark brink, 
With care deep mark’d upon ipjy brow. 

'Tis sad to think the time is |ia8t, 

When yhone the morning of our day ; 

'Tis sad to see the sky o’ercast, 

A^ evening comes with solenfli grey. 

Then farewell early hopes aod^foys, 

To me only can give pain. 

And v^n alas ! are all those eigoh 
Since childhood cannot <^e agdiiki, 


WEIR. 
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THERE IS^TEAR that FALLS UNSEEN. 

Then* a tear that falls unseen. 

Nor seehs the downcast eye ; 

And from its dark and^cheerless bed, 
Ascends tlie frequent sigh.* 

Like drops within some hidden care, 
niat*vi’aste.s the rocks away ; 

It falls within the bosom’s core, 

And makes the heart decay. 

*4^ victim too may seem to smile, 

Forgetful nf its woe, 

Wliile life is running ifast to waste, 

Till all has ceased to flow. 

This tear hath wasted many a^eart, 

Ere youth had seen its prime ; 

"While on life’s sea by sorrow tost. 

They seemli the wrecks of time. 

This tear hath blighted beauty’s cheek, 

So full of nealth and bloom ; 

For love which promised fair grew false. 
And 4 ^ve her to the tomb. 

This tear hath broke a mother’s heart 
When thiniting on her eftild. 

Erg dep^ 8tepp’<^in, and its so^ eye 

So full of kindness smil’d. 

• 

This tear hath^een the exile pine, 

"Upan a lonely shore ; 

TIU hope forsook his homeward dreams, 
And life’s pulse beat no more. 

This tea^ ha^h seeil the captive fa^i 
Bbsidc his long w<f^ chain ; 
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Tho’ he undaunted brav’d the fi^t5 
And charg’d amidst the slain. 

This tear like that insidious worm, 

Which gnaws the g^aiit oak, 

Hath Jevell'd many a noble hearf, 

And many a heai‘t-string broke. 

o 

'Phis tear ne’er ^urts the busy crowd, 

With sympalby to feel ; 

Nor bids its victim seek those scenes, 

Where joy is wont to heal. 

Yet, there is one who feels our pain, 

Whose hand can sen^ relief, 

^ Who tho’ this world may yield no joy 
Can mitigafe our grief, 

And oh ! should sorrows path be mine, 

Thaif path which Jesus trod|- 

Mayjhfe weak heart grow strong in faith, 

And soar unto its God. 

c 

And full of hope, and joy, and bliss. 

May I from earth arise, 

When death has set the spirit free. 

And wing’d j| to the skies. 

WEIR. 


A PRAYER. 

Under the pressure of violent anpuisA, 

« 

O Tnoer Great Being ! wha^ thou art 
Surpasses me to know? 

Yet sur^. I am, that,^kAown ^ tkee 
Are all tby workf below. 
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Thy creatu^ here before thee stands, 

• All wrei^ed and distrest ; 

But su^, those ills that wring my soul 
Obey tby high behest. 

Sure thou,jjAlmighty, cans!, pot act 
From cruelty or wrath ! 

O, free my weary eyes from tears. 

Or close them fast in death ! 

But if I must afflicted he, 

To*suit some wise design ; 

5heii man v^y soul with firm resolves 
To bear, and not repipe ! 

• BURlfs; 


FAITH. 

Faith bids the* soul ascend on*high, 

And opens up the gate of bliss; 

Her restless '•ing explores the sky, 

And wafts its tidings back to us. 

She speaks'of joys the blessed koo% 

And t^ of scenes divinely fair 

Where streams of gladness ewr flow, 
And bids unlock with wonder there. 

j^jtar friends may ffU an early grave, 

f^ur every hope in life be lost ; 

And ’midst theistorm the rising wave 
see our hark ’midst breakers tost. 

But j^ith can gild the dreary tomb, 
Where early fiends in sil^ce sHep ; 

And her bright arc| can re-illume * 
That Aoil beyond^he swellia^deep. 
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Faith speaks of myriads round the throne. 

Who once were suff’rers here below ; 

And shows the path which led theii on 
To glory from a scene of woe. 

iShe speaks of one whom hosts adore. — 

Whom Angtls worship in thi sky ; 

’ Tis to the Lamb for evermore 
Who once for guilty man did die^i 

Faith, saving^aith worlds cannot chain. 

To earth’s ignoble low abode ; 

And pleasure’s voice allui'es in vain 
To keep her from the throne bl’ God. 

Her chariot is the lightning's wing, 

Xihe Martyr’s cup her brightest prize ; 

And death, t^^o’ cruel, will but bring 
Faith to full vision in the skies. 

* wEu;. 


THE LORD’S PRAYER IMITATED. 

Fatuxa of all! Eternal mind ! 

Immensely good and great ! 

Thy children, form’d and blest b^chee, 
Approach tliy heav’nly seat. 

• 

Thy nam% in hfllow’d strains be |hng!^ 

We join the solemn pAuse : 

'I'o ttiy great name, with heart and ton^e, 
Our cheerful homage raite. 

C 

Thy mild, thy wise, and a^v'refgtt reign. 
Let ttrery being own : 

Ansi in our minds, thy vi^rk divine, 

Erect ^hy gracioua^tiftone. 
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.As angels, in the heavenly worlds, 

Thy blessM commands fulfill. 

So thy creatures here below 
Perform thy holy yill. 

On thee Sf-e, day by day, depend ; 

Our daily wants supply ; 

With Iruth and virtue feed our souls, 

That they may never dJe^ 

Exttnd thy grace to every fault ; 

S Oh ! let thy love forgive ; 

Teach us divine forgiveness too, 

Nor let resentmeitts live. 

Where tempting snares biestrcfv the way, 
Permit us not to tread ; 

Avert the threat'ning evil far 
From our» unguarded head. 

Thy sacred name we would adore. 

With hiAible joyful mind;* 

And piaise thy goodness, power, and truth, 
Eternal, unconfin’d! 

ANON". 


PARENTS. 
fEs^usxx. 12J 

The voice of nature, yea, the voice of God, 

Comm^ds to honour those that gave us bii4fa,— 
Cven her, from whyse supporting bosom flowed , 
By far the sweetest stream thgt flov|p on earth 
Whose tongue of hindneas never knew a^earth 
Of soothing ^o^s that could our gr^fs allay— 
Even Vim who listenecf^o onr praming mirth, ■ 

L 2 
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Who early taught our infant lips to pray, 

And led our tottering steps to walk in wisdom’s way; 

A parent is indeed a tender friend, 

And, if once lost, W'e^ever more shall find 
A bosom that so tremblingly can bli nd 

Its feelings with our own congenial mind ; 

Our lips may speak their anguish tu, the wind 
That hurries heedlessly and wildly by — 

Our hearts, to lonely agony consign’d, 

May throb without relief — for no reply , 

Comes from the mould'ring breasts that iiY'theii 
grave-bed lie. 

c 

And tban we pause to think — alas ’ how late !— 

• Of deeds tha^ wyiing a parent’s heart with pain : 

' And oh ! could we but open death’s dart gate ; 
And lead them b&ck into the world again— 

Oh ! d)ut once |nore to see their face ! — tis vain * 
Once mpie to hear their voice ! — tis sweetly driven 
Across our fkney, and expires, — and then 
We wish ourselves away— away fo heaven, 

To weep upon tJhair breast and thereto be forgiven. 

XKox’s sonoa or Israel . 


HYMN: 

Lovej new Cdkmandment, 

Behold, where, breathing love divine. 
Our dying Master stands ! 

His weeping followers, gathering round, 
Reacive last commands. 

IVom that mild teachi^r’s psf ting lips 
Whilt tender aedma ftll ! * 
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The gentle precept which he gave 
Became it’s author well. 

“ Blest is the man, whose soft’ning heart 
Feels all anotherV^pain ; 

To whoTii the suppUcatIngBeye 
Was never rais’d in vain. 

“ Whise breast expands, with generous warmth 
A stranger’s woes to feel ; 

And bleeds in pity o’er the wound 
He wants the power to heal. 

He spreads his kind supporting arms, 

To every child o^ grief; 

His secret bounty largely flows, 

And brings uuask’d Mief. 

“ To gentle offices of loye 
His feet are never slow ; 

He views, thro’ mercy’s uielting e^, 

A brother in a foe, 

Peace film the bosom of his God 
My peace to him I give ; 

And, when he kneels before the throne, 
Hi^atrembliug soul sh^l live. ' 

To him protection shidl be shewn ! 

And mercy from above • 

Desetnd on thise who tibus fulfill 
' The perfect law of love.” 

BARBAULD. 


AURORA BOREALIS. 

CHii.n of the north, whose vivid light,* 
All iflayvuUy illuoies the sky f 
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We see thee ’midst the shades of night, 
When cloudless stillness reigns on high. 
Some look on thee with trernbliijg cj*.', 

As herald of untold designs,— 

Lights bursting on dSrk prophecy, 

The harbinger of troublous tiiSies. 

I’hey see in thee the rauks of war, 

The fleets that sail the mighty sea ; 

And speak of deeds unknown — afar. 
Reveal’d in signs alone by thee : 

Yet ’midst the blue immensity. 

Regardless of the thoughts of man, 

Xhy nightly march is a*Ul on high 
A«»nvheii ereation’s hours began. 

How harmletfb af*e those lights which glow 
By night along the northern sphere : 
Reflected to a world below, 

Whic^ mourds the winter of her year. 
Yet Remember still that fear, 

Which childhood felt to gaze £ji thee, 
When told by some prophetic seer, 

The bloody scenes which soon would be. 

But soon phi1os(^fay whose flight 
On eagle wing explores the |lcy 
Dispell’d these fears, and brought delight 
With every metbor flash cjn high. 

Th#n w<iile to thee wc turn our eye, 
Bright bursting from the dgeary pole, 
Let^thoughts above philosophy. 

With all thy brightness flli the soul* 


WEIR‘ 
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STANZAS, 

How quickly ’mong^t the dying embers, 

When each soft concussion comes, 

T'he sudden change at OMce dismembers, 

Tow’rs ard temples, groves'arid domes ! 

And on the dim and dusky wall, 

Swift llick’ring shapes the muser sees, 

And hears wild voices rise and fall, 

Amid the moanings of the breeze • 

• 

SiWife is fated. Youth increases 

TowVs of Hope 'gainst truths of woe, 

Until his early spring-time ceases, 

And like froat-'Work down they go! 

Then fearful shapes around him*stray, 

Which chance no dawn ftiu e’er dispel), 

And fears oppose his future way, ^ 

Which heaviily grace alone* can quail. 

* PARK. 


THE CURSE OF CAIN. 

(Gen. iv. l^and 1§.J 

O THE wrath of the liord is a*terrible thing ! 

Like the impest tl|pt withars the blossoms of 
^ spring, 

Like the thunder that hursts on the summer's do- 
lt fell 01^ the hea<f of the homicide Cain. ^nain, 

» 

And lo ! like a deef in the fright of the chase, 
'With a fire in his l\fart, and a Orand %n his face. 
He speeds him' the desert of Nod—* 

A vagahontf Biiote by the yengeancemf God. 
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All nfiture to him has been blasted and bann’d, 

For the blood of a brother yet reeks on his hand ; 
And no vintage has grown, and no fifuntain has 
sprung 

For cheering his heart, \)r for cooling his tongue. ^ 
The groans of n lather his slumbei^shall start, 

And the tears of a mother shall pierce to his heart. 
And the kiss of his children shall scorth him like 
dame, 

When he thinks of the curse that hangs over his 
name. 

And the wife of his bosom-— the faithful ana lair — 
Can mix no sweet drop ia his cup of despair ; 

For her tender caress, and her innocent breath, 
Kut stir in hisysoul \he hot embers of wxath. 

And his off’ring ma^ blaze— unregarded by Hea- 
ven ; 

And hi^i^irit m&y pray— yet reSnain unforgiven ; 
And hm grave may be clos^— but no rest to him 
O the wrath of the Ijord is a terriiie thing ![ bring ; 

KKOX's SONGS OF ISKAEI.. 


HYMN,, 

Bigin, th* exalted lay! 

Let each enraptur’d thought obey, 

» A#id praise th’ Almighty’s name ; 

Lo I heaven and earth, and i^as and skies, 
IiV>ne melodious concert rise, 

To swell th’ inspiring (heme. 

Ye fieldaa)f light, celestial i^lains, 

Whare gay transporting touty reinis. 

Ye seines divinely mtr! 
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Yoiii’ Maker’s wond’rous power proclaim . 
Tell how he form’d your shining frame, 
AihY breath'd the duid air. 

Ye angels, eatch the thrfUing sound ! 
While all th* adoring thrones Ground 
His boundless mercy sing : 

Let listening saint above, 

Wake all the tuneful soul of love, 

And touch the sweetest string. 

• 

ye loud. spheres, the vocal choir; 
Thou dazzling orb of liquid due, 

The mighty chorus aid ; 

Soon as grey evening gilds the plain, 

Ihou, moon, protract the meltidg strain, 
And praise him in tha shade. 

Thou heav’n oTheav’ns, his vkst abo<J*> 
Ye clouds, proclaim your forming God, 
Who call’d yon worlds from night : 

“ Ye shades, dispell !”— th’ Eternal said ; 
At once th’ involving darkness ded, 

And jiature sprung to li^ht. 

Whate’er a blooming worltf contains, 

That w'#g8 the aif, that sliims the plains, 
United praise bestow : 

Ye dragons, sound his awful name 
To b^v’n alodil ; and roar aeclaim, 

Ye swelUu^deeps below. 

Let every element rejoice ; 

Ya thupder& bursHwith awful voice 
*To him who hitft you roll ; 
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His praise in softer notes declare, 

Each whisp’ring breeze of yielding air, 

And breathe it to the soul. ** 

To him, ye graceful oedars, bow ; 

Ye tow’riiig mountains, bendingtlow. 

Your great Creator own ; 

Tell, when affrighted nature shook, „ 

How Sinai kindled at liis look, 

And trembled at his frown. 

Ye flocks that haunt the humble vale,* 

Ye insects flutt’ring on the gale. 

In mutual concourse rise; 

Croj^the gay rose’s vermeil bloom. 

And waft its spoils, a sweet perfume, 

In inceifse to the skies. ^ 

Wake all ye mountain tribes, and sing ; 

Ye plttmy warblers of the spring, 
J^Idrmonious anthems raise 
To him who shap’d your finer mould, 

Who tipp’d your glitt’ring winjs with gold, 
And tun’d your voice to praise. 

Let man by nobler passions sway’(^ 

The feeling heaA, the judging head, 

In heavenly praise employ ; 

Spread his fremeiylous name around^ , 

Till heav’n’s broad arch rifigs back the sound, 
Tile gen’ral burst of joy. 

Yetwhom the charms of grandeur please, 
Nurs'd in the downy lap ofn^ase, 

Fall |»ro8trgte at his throne. 

Ye piu^nces, rulers, all adore ^ 

Praise him| ye kings, whtf^make^ytyir pow’r 
An image of his own. 
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Ye fair, by nature form’d to move, 

Q praise th’ eternal Source of Jove, 

W’l^h youili’s cnliv’iiing fire : 

Let aji»e take up tJic tuuefiil Jay, 

Si^h his bless’d name— 'then soar away, 

And atlc an angel’s lyre.* 

OGlLVir. 


THE XXV CHAPTER OF JOB PARAPHRASED. 

will vain man complain and murmur still, 
And stand on terms with his Creator’s will ' 

Shull this high privilege to clay be given 
Shall dust arraign tho providence of Heaven ? 

With reason’s line the boundless distance scan? 
Oppose Heaven’s awful majwty to man? 

To what a length his vast dimensions run ! 

How far heyond*the journey’s oT the suji^ 

He hung yon golden balls of light on high. 

And launch’d t%! planets through the liquid sky. 
To rolling worlds he mark’d the certain space, 
Fix'd and sustain’d the elemental peace. 

Unnumher’d as those worlds his ai'mies move, 
And the gay legions guard his i%alms above; 

High o’er th’ ethareal plains tlfe myriads rise, 

And pour their Aamiug ranhs^ong the skies : 
From their bright ar^s incessant splendors stream, 
And ftie wide azure kindles with the gleam. 

To this low wolid he bids the light repaic^ 
/)own tlft'ough the gulfs of undulating air ; 

For man he taught %ie glorious sun to roll 
From his bright barrier to his w^sternl^oal. 

How then shall ma^, thus insolently priRid, 
Plead Tijth 9is ^dge, an^ combat wilh his God ? 
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How from his mortal mother can he come 
Uustain’d from sin, untiiictur'd from the womb ? 

The Lord, from his sublime emj»yreaJ throne, 
As a dark globe regards the silver moon. 

Those stars, that grace the wide cele.stial plain, 

Are but the humblbst sweepings of Ir.is train, 

Dim are the brightest splendours of the sky ; 

And the sun darkens in Jehovah’s eye 
But does not sin diffuse a fouler shiin, 

And thicker darkness cloud the soul of man ? 

Shall be the depths of endless wisdom kr^ow ? 

This short-liv’d sovereign of the world below ^ 

His frail original confounds his boast, [dust. 
Sprung from the ground, cmd quicken’d from the 

1‘ITT. 


*HYMN. 

Praisi to God in proBperity adversity. 

Paa|se to God, immortal pr^se, 

For the love that crowns our aays j 
Bounteous source of every joy, 

Let thy praise our tongues employ. 

t ^ 

For the blessings of the field, 

For the ^ores the gardens yfeld, 

For the vine*8 «calted jt|lce, 

For the gen’rous olive’s use. 

Flockc that whiten all the flain, 

'fellow sheavee of ripen’d grain ; 

Clouds that drop their fatl’ning dews, 
Suns tRht texfip’rate warmth diffuse. 

Al! thatJSpring, with hountecus |fand, 
Scatters o’er the smiling land ; * 
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All that liberal Autumn pours 
Froln her rich o’erflowing stores : 

These to thee, my God, we owe ; 

Source whence all our blessings flow ; 

• And lor thesitmy soul shall ralfee 
Grateful vows and solemn praise. 

Yet shoulU rising whirlwinds tear, 

From its stem the ripening ear ; 

Should the fig-tree’s blasted shoot 
Dijoj» het" green untimely fruit; 

Should the vine put forth no more. 

Nor the olive yield her Wre, 

Though the sick’ning flocks should fall, 

And the herds desert the stall ; 

Should thine alter’d hand restrain 
The eai'ly and the latter rain, * 
lllast each op'ning bud of joy, 

And the rising^year destroy ; 

Yet to thee my soul shall imse 
Grateful vows and solemn praise ; 

And, wheiAjvery blessing’s flvwn, 

Love thee — for thyself alone« 

* JARBAULl). 


|»SALM. 


Thejir^ six verm ^ the nineteenth Feaim. 

0 Thou ! the first, the greatest, frle|Mi^ 
Of all the humiAi race ! 

Whose strgn&rJgfat hand has ever |||een 
ThAr stayed dwelflng place! 
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Before the mountains heav’d their 
Beneath thy forming hand, 

Before this pond’rous globe itself 
Arose at thy command ; 

That po^’r wliicli rais’d, and still 
This universal frame, 

From countless uiibeginiiing time 
Was ever still the same. * 

Those mighty periods of years, 

Which seem to us so vast, « 

Appear no more before thy sight 
Than yesterday that’s past. 

« 

Thou giv’st thy ^ord : Thy creature, man. 
Is to existence brought ; 

Again*thou say’st, ‘ Ye sons of inen, 

Return 3^. into nought.’ 

fThou layest them, with^ill their cares, 

* In everlasting sleep ; 

As with a flood, thou ta^’st them off 
With overwhelming sweep. 

They flourish like the morning flow’r, 

In beaj^ty’s pride array’d^ 

But, long night, out down it lies. 

Ay wither’d and deedy’d. 

BU RN'x 


heads 


upholds 


THE WORLD PASSES AWAY. 
This world is alt a fleeting show, 
For man’s illusion given; 

Tift smifts of joy, thg tears of woe, 
Deceitful shine, deceitful flow ; 
Tliere’s nothing true bkt teaven ! 
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And false tlie light on glory’s plume, 

As fading hues of even ; 

And love,*aiid hope, and beauty’s bloom, 
Are blossoms gather’d for the tomb ; 

^ There’s nothing bright'but Heaven ! 

Poor wand’rers of a stormy day, 

From wa je to wave we’re driven ; 

And fancy’s flash, and reason’s ray, 
Serve but to light the troubled way ; 
There’s nothing calm but heaven ! 


HIE RAINBOW 

Triumphal arch, that flU’st the sky 
When storms prepare to pBrt, 

1 ask not proud jphilosophy 
To teach me what thou art. 

Still seem as to my childhood’s sight, 
A midway station given. 

For happy spirits to alight 
Betwixt the earth and heaven. 

Can all that optics teach, unfold 
Thy form to please me so, 

As wjieu h dreamt gems aiid gol'3 
• Hid in thy radiant bow ? 

When science fr^ creation’s face 
Encbhntment’s veil withdraws, 
What lovely visiont yield their place 
To cold material laws ! 

And yet, fair bow, fabling dreams, 
But*wor%8 if the Mdt High, 



THE SACRED LYRE. 


Have told why first thy robe of beams 
Was woven in the sky. 

When o’er the gi’ceii undeUi^’d eartli 
Heaven’s cav’ii.'iut thou didst shine, 
How catoe the world’s gr(t y fathers forth 
To watch thy sacred sign ! 

And when its yellow lustre smil’d 
O’er mountains yet untrod, 

Each mother held aloft her child, 

To bless the Iww of God. * 

Methinks thy jubilee to keep, 

The first ma(fe anthem rang 
On earth, deliver’d from the deep. 

And the fii’st poet sang. ' 

Nor ever slmll the Muse’s eye» 

» Uuraptur’d gi’eet thy»beam ; 

Theme of primeval prophecy, 

Be still the poet’s the^e. 

The earth to thee its incense yields, 

The lark thy welcome siugs, 

When gljtt’ring in ^e freslrea’d fields 
The snqwy mushroom springs. 

Hofr glorious in girdle fist , 

^ O’er mountain} lower, and town, 

Or mirror’d in the ocean vast, * 

A thousand fathom^ down. 

As fresh in yon horhson dark, 

•As young thy beauties seem, 

As when the eagle from the ark 
lirst sporte4 ill thy bfinA 
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For faithful to its sacred page, 

. Heaven still rebuilds thy span, 

Nor lets the type grow pale with age, 

That first spoke peace to man. 

CAMPEKLI.. 

■■ - i 

THE COVENANTERS’ SABBATH. 

’Twas SaMath ixiorri, a lovelier never rose, 

And nature seernM in holy calm repose; 

No cloud was seen along the azure sky, 

And the^ure streamlet glided softly by; 

Fj'An tree to tree the warbling minstrels sung. 

And heav’u’s bright arch with nature's praises rung; 
Tho’ all was still, yet {ffcrsecution’s rage,^ 

With awful fury scourg’d a bleeding age : 

Then Stiotland groan’d beneath a^tyrant’s yoke 
Till her proud spirit seem’i^for ever broke; 

Her sons were haunted from the abodes of men; 

To savage wildiU or some sequ^ter’d gl8fi : 

Justice stood mute, for dsemous gave tne law, 

And many a bhmdy scene her mountains saw. 

What tho’ this morning rose so calmly bright, 
The eye which saw it, trembled at its light; 

On Loudon’s* bri^s the bird might find a nest; 

On PentlaJVH’sf hUls the wounded deer might rest; 
But terror therg Her gloomy •watch did keep, 

Like the ^ath storm which overhangs the deep ; 
,And%oin8ess man^om place to place was driven,^ 
Bei«ft of hope, and every stay but beafeu. * 


* ‘^hero the Covenanter’s often met for wormip. 

t The melancholy associations connected with Fentllbd, 
are too well known to require furthA: notidl; and for a fall 
history of the sufferiOf^s of the Church of Scotbu^ under the 
rage of Popery and Frckcy, wo would refer out readers to 
the Sfots Wo^hles,” midJA^oodrow’s Hstory. 
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No glaUsome bell announc'd the Sabbath day, 

The solemn temples moulder'd with decay; 

God’s people met, amidst the lonely wild, 

Like wretched outcasts from a world exil’d ; 

In a lone cave, the eagleJs drear abode, 

I'hey met to worstiip, and to praise their God 
The fretted rocks around their temple I .ing, 

And echoed back the praises as they ; 

Tho’ half supprest the thrilling accents rise, 

To God who hears, and answers in the skies ; 

The preacher rose, and ev’ry voice grew still. 

Save echoing breezes round the lonely hill ; 

With solemn awe he 0|>e8 the blessed book,~ 
Earnest in voice, and heaT^enly in his look; 

While f:jm his lips the soothing accents flow, 

\T'> cheer his flock, and mitigate their woe; 

For who could Icll how soon the sent'nel^s breath 
Might give the signaTof approaching death; 

For evVy moment^seem'd to them the Inst, 

And days to come, more gloomy ^an the past. 

W^ithip that place, the sacramental board 
Was spread in memory of their rif .n Lord, 

While the deep thunder rent the thick’niiig cloud, 
And light'ning flash'd along the mournful crowd; 
And when with lowly hands the bre^^ was broke, 
The sheeted flame fell on the living rock; 

Illum’d the taj)le with its symbols spread, 

As if heaven’s brightiess rested on theH bead : 
With placl 4 l<>oks they saw the dark’ning cloud, 
Which hid Jehovah in his awful shroud ; 

And t^e voice fell deafeniij^ on the ear, 
murm’ring word proclaim’ j them men of fear 
I^ut calm an^ sweet the heaven tun’d “ Martyrs”* 
Like zephyrs sighing at the tempest’s close, [rose, 

' Psalm 'fane, said to Have been sling in ckves and 
by the persecuted Covenanters, and no person cun 
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Near to thia'place where mountain torrents flow 
Thro’ 'broken rooks, to calmer scenes below, 

How oft wn# heard the tender infant’s sigh, 

Its name pronounc’d midst breezes passing by; 

While all-unconscious of th^holy rite, 

It smil’d amidsOthe dangers of the night. 

In caves audglcns their Sabbath hours were spent, 
Till the palesraoou illum’d the firmament; 

And there they wander’d at the dead of night. 

When the dims tars withheld their glimmering light; 
And Ohl kow oft their wild retreat’s been found 
By tligse who sought them like the blood-train’d 
hound, ~ 

And made that place, theit oft frequented cjjve, * 
The holy Martyrs’ solitary grave ; 

Where nought but winds their dreary death-knelf 
rung, 

And the sciir’d bird their mournful requiem sung : 
Yet heaven wept, inid hade their spirits risS* 

On angel wings, from sorrow to the skies ; 

While all they suffer’d shall be ne’er forgot, 

Their grave be ha^ow’d, and their dying spot ; 

For they to Scotland gave her church, her laws, 
And fell like patriots in their country’s c^mse. 

Peace to the^ mern’ry, let no impious breath 
Soil their fair fame^ or triumph ^o’er their death : 
Let Scotia’s grateful sons their tear-drips shed, 
Where Hlw tlfty lie in ^nour’8*goi*y bed ; 

i ! 

listen, even at the preset day, to its exqui8lte^patfifi% and 
hMrt-touchiffff meUKiy, without feeling emotions of no ordu 
nary kind. Thank Ood.^he days of persecution, for conJi 
science’ sake, have passed away j but wq shoul^ remember, 
that amidst the calmness igid beauty nt our civil and rtltoious 
horlzom that it was to those Martyrs for the cause o# Truth 
andof jEWdom. that we arc n»w indebted fbr alLthatwe oniov- 
M 


2t5G THl;: SACRED LYRF 

Rich with the spoils their glorious deeds had won. 
And purchas’d freedom to a land undone ; 

A land which owes its glory and its worth 
To those whom tyiants banish’d from the earth. 

WEIH. 


THE CHRISTIAN. 

Honour and happiness unite 

To make the Christian’s name a praise ^ 

How fair the scene, how clear this light, 

That tills the remnant of his days ! 

A kingly charactei; he bears, 

V No change his priestly office knows ; 

Unfading is the crown he wears, 

His can never reach a close. 

b 

Adorn’d with glory from on high, 

' Salvation shines upon his face ; 

His robe is of th’ ethereal dye, 

His steps are dignity and grace. 

Inferior honours he disdains. 

Nor stoops to take applause from eai'tk ; 

The King of kings himself maintains 
Th’ expenses of his heav’niy birth. 

The noblest creature seen below, 

Ordain’d to fill a throne abdle ; 

God gives him all he can bestow, 

I'^is kingdom of eternal love ! 

jVly soul is ravish’d at, the thought ! 

Methinks from eart£ I see him rise, 

Angela congratulate his lot, 

And about him welcome to the skies ! 

cowriK- 
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NATIVITY. 

For thou wert born of woman ! thou didst come, 
O Holiest! £o this world of sin and gloom, 

Not in thy dread oinnijKitei^ array ; 

And not by^thunders atrew’ijt 
Was thy tempestuous road ; 

Not indignation burnt before thee on thy way- 
Hut thee, a soft and naked child, 

Thy mother, undetird, 

In the rude manger laid to rest, 

From^oif her virgin breast. 

The heav’ns were not commanded to prepare 
A gorgeous canopy of golden air ; 

Nor stoop’d their lamps th* enthroned tires on iiigt^ 
A single silent star 
Came waiid’ring from afiy’, 

Gliding uncheck’d and calm along the liquid sky; 
The Eastern SagetTleading on. 

As at a kingly throne, 

To lay their gold |pd odours sweet 
Het'ore thy infant feet. 

The earth and ocean were not hush'd to hear 
Hright harmonjr from ev’ry starry sphere; 

Nor at thy presence brake ^be vpjce of song 
From all the dicrub choirs, 

Anti sertph's burring lyref 
Pour’d^ through the host of heav’n the yharmed 
One angel troop th^ strain began, [clouds along. 
Of all the race of man, 
iTy simple shepherds heard alone, 

That soft Hosanna’s tone. 

And when thou clidst*d|pai't, np ear of tiam« 

To bear thee ftenoe in lambent radienot came ; 
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Nor \ ilaible angels mourn’d with drooping plumes ' 
Nor didst thou mount on high 
From fatal ('alvary 

With all thine own redeem’d oiitbiirsting from their 
For thou didst bear awiy from earth [tombs. 
But one of humsr;! birth, 

The dying felon by thy side, to be 
In Paradise with thee. 

Nor o’er thy cross the clouds of vengeance brake, 

A little while the conscious earth did shake 
At that foul deed by her fierce children ^done ; 

A few dim hours of day, 

The world in darkness lay, 

Then bask’d in bright repose beneath the cloudless 
While thou didst sleep beneath the tomb, [sun ; 
(Jonsenting to thy doom, * 

Ere yet the white-ro^i’d Angel shone 
Upon the sealed stone. 

f » ) • tJ 

And when thou didst arise, thou didst not sUind 
With devastation in thy red right hand, 

Plaguing the guilty city’s murth^rous crew ; 

But thou didst haste to meet 
Thy mother’s coming feet, 

And bear the wort’s of peace unto th: faithful feu ; 
Then calmly, slowly didst thou rise 
Into thy nat^e skies, . 

Thy human fom dissolved fin high 
In its (Twa radiancy. 

MILMAN. 


TO-MORRoW. 

(x^roverhst xxvii. 2.) 

TcUmorrow ! — mortal, rboast oot,thou 
Of timeSmd tide thkt are not iiow ! 
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But think, in one revolving day 
liow earthly things may pass away ! 

T(»-day — while hearts with rapture spring, 
The youth to beauty’s lip inav cling ; 
To-morrowt— and that lip of bliss 
May sleep unconscious of his kiss. 

To-day— the blooming spouse may press 
Her husband in a fond caress ; 

To-morrow — and the hands that prest 
May tfildly strike her widow’d breast. 

’I^-day — the clasping babe may drain 
The milk-stream froA its mother’s veig ; 
To-morrow— like a frozen rill, 

That bosom-current may be stiU. 

To-day, thy merry heart may feast 
On herb and fruit, and bird and beast,. 
To-morrow— spite of all thy glee, • 

The hungry worms may feast on thee. 

To-morrow !— mortal, boast not thou 
Of time and tide that are not now ! 

But think, in one revolving day 
That even^byself may’st past away. 

KNOX’f SUVGS OF ISRAEL. 


THE BUTl'ERFLY. 

Beau’^ful creature ! I have been 
Moments uiicopnted watching theej 
Kow flitting round the foliage^ greets 
Of yonder dark, embow’ring tree ; 

And iiow^ag^n, in frolic glee, 

Hc^’ring Around th(%e opening nowei-s, 
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Happy as nature’s child should be^ 

Boru to enjoy her loveliest bowers. 

And I have gaz’d upon thy fligut, 

Till feelings trail scarie dehue, 
Awaken’diby so fair u sight, 

With desultory thoughts combine 
Not to induce me to repine, 

Or envy thee thy happiness ; 

But from a lot so bright as thine, 

To borrow musings born to bless 
Then thou, delightful creatui*e, who 
Wert yesterday a sightless worm 
Becom’st a symbi I fair and true, 

Of hopes that own no mortal term ; 

In thy proud change wc see the germ 
Of Man’s siibliiner destiny, 

While holieslf oracles (4)iifirm 
• * The type of immortali/y ! 

A change more glorious far than thine, 
E’en If thy fellow- wopn, may know, 
When this exhausted frame of mine 
Down to its kindred dust shall go ; 
When the anxiety and woe 

Of beinl^'s embryo state siiaJl seem 
Like phantbms flitting tp and fro 
lif some gonfus’d and feverish dream. 

*’For thee, who flittest gaily now, 

._With all thy nature asks — supplied, 

A few brief summer days, and tftou 
No more amid these haunts shall glide, ^ 
A»;hope’«fair herald-— in thy pride 
The sylph-like genius of the scene, 
Buty^sunk in dark fhlivioo^s fide, 

Shall be— as &ou hadst Clever been* 
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While Man’s immortal part, when TiiJc 
^ Shall set the chainless spirit free, 

May s^ek a brighter, happier clime 
Than Fancy e’er could feign for thee ; 
Though bright her fairy bovrers may be, 

Yet bri(i^ as bright their Ubauties fade, 

And sad Experience mourns to see 
Eac|> gourd Hope trusted in— decay’d. 
Sport on, then, lovely Summer fly, 

With whom began my votive strain : — 
Yet ]xuer joys their hopes supply, 

Who, by Faith’s alchemy, obtain 
Comfort in sorrow, bliss in pain, 

Freedom in bonddjge, light in gloom, 
Though earthly losses, heavenly gain. 

And Life immortal through.,the Tomb. 

BERNARD BARTON. 

aRAVE-STONES, 

A Fragment, 

The grass is gre«yi and the apring floweret blooms 
And the tree blossoms all as fresh and fair 
As death had never visited the earth ; 

Yet every blade of grass, and every flower, 

And every bu9 and blossom of tRe spring 
Is the memorial that nature r^rs 
Over ajcindged grave. — Ay, apd the Song 
C f woodland wooer, dt his nuptial lay, 

As blithe as if the year no winter knew, 

Is the lament of ifluversal death. 

^he iner^ singer is the living link 
Of mahy '^ thousantf years of death gone by, 

And many a tbousapd in futuriQr,— , * 

The remnant of a moinent, spared by him 
But for anotfteii'mea] tc^girge upon. 
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Thisk-^lobe is but our tatliors’ cemetery— 

TJie sun, and moon, uiid stars tliat sliine on high, 
The lamjis that burn to light their sejnilchre, 

The bright eseutcheons of their Imieial vault. 

Y<‘t does man move ■ a \ gaily as the barge, 

Whose keel singu through the Ava| ;i’s, and her sads 
Kythe like the passing meteor of the deep ; 

Yet cns to-morrow shall those sunny, waves 
That wanton round her, as they were in love, 
Turn dark and fierce, and swell, and swallow her, 
So is he girt by death on every side, 

As heedless of it.— Thus lie perishes. 

Sueh were my thoughts upon a slimmer eve, 

As forth I Avalk’d to quntf the cooling breeze. 

The seftiiig sun was curtaining the west 
^With purple and with gold, so fiercely bright, 
That eye of nfortal might not look on i^ — 
Pavilion fitted for afi angel’s home. 

I’he sijjij’b last rqy fell slanting gn a thorn 
With blotsoins white, and there a blackbird sat 
Bidding the sun udieu| in tones so sweet 
As fancy might awake around hCs throne. 

My heart was full, yet found nb utterance, 

Save in a half-hreatb’d sigh and moistening tear. 

J wander’d on, sqprce knowing wh^-T*c I went, 

Till I was seated on an infant’s gi'ave. 

Alas ! I knew the fittle tenant ^ell ; 

She was one of a lot'ely tan^jly. 

That |iad clung around me a wreath^ 

Of flowers, the fairest of tfaljiDiiaiden spring — 

It wsp>if!26W-inade grave, and the greened 
*^Lay loosely on it ; yet af^tion there 
Aad reai’*d the st^ne, her monument of fkme. 

I read the name— 1 lov'd to hear her lisp— 

' Twas fiot alone, hut every i^aipe wa^tWe 
That lately echoed throu|Ltliat ha^py do£he. 



THE SAfRED LYIU:. 


‘dl 


I had been three weeks absent; in that time 
The merciless destroyer was at work, 

And spar’d not one ol'all the infant gioup. 

'J'he last of all I read the grandsi re’s name, 

On whose wliite locks I oft had^seen her cheek 
Like a bright f unbeam on a fleecy cloud 
Hekindling in his eye the fading lustre, 
Hreathiiig^iito his heart the glow of youth, 
lie died at eighty of a broken heart, 
ilereft of all for whom he wished to live. 

JAMES GRAV 


THE HAPPS^ EVENING. 

How blest is he whose tranquil mind, 

When life declines, recalls iigaiii 
rhe years that time haf^cast behind. 

And reaps delight from toil and pp^n. 

So, when the transient storm is past, 

The Budf^n gloom and driving show’r. 

The sweetest sunshine is the last, 

The loveliest is the ev'ning hour. 

ANON. 


TINES LEFT AT A FRIEND’S HOUSE. 

• ^ • • 

O Thou draa^^ow’r, who reign’sl^Gdrave ! 

* I know tMmjl'livilt me hear: 

Whgn, for thits scene of peace anfP^iu^C; 

I make my pray’r sincere. 

The hoary sire — the mortal* strokt) 

Long, long, fie pleas’d to spare ! 

To Jhilesa his llttle^ligl flock, 

And show what'good men are. 
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She, who her lovely offspring eyes 
With tender hopes and fears, 

0, bless her with a mother’s joys, 

But spare a mother’s teais ! 

Their hope, their staj', their darling youth. 
In mauhood’s dawning blush! 

Bless him, thou God of love and tputh, 

Up to a parent’s wish ! 

The beauteous, seraph, sister-band, 

With ipiirnest tears, I pray, • 

Thou know’st the snares on ev’ry hand, f 
Guide thou their steps alway I 
• * 

Whan soon or late they reach that coast, 
0*er life’s rough ocean driv’n, 

May they i'ejoice, no wand’rer lost, ' 

A family in Heav’n I 

BUKNS 


THE MISSION A RYC 

Hx left his native land, and far away 
Across the waters sought a world unknown, 
Though well he know that he in vaiif might stray 
In secu'ch of one so lovely as h^s own. 

He left his home, artund wl^e humbh hearth 
His putTfnts, kindred, all hoalKed, smiled'p 
Friends who had known and Ifraniinfrom his birth 
Anf^vdfo^iU lov’d him as a &voitrite ghild* 

Ik' left the scenes by youthful hopes endear'd — 
The wood!, the at^'eams that sooth’d his Infant ear, 
The 'plaKts, the Wees, that he hrmself had rear’d, 
And every charm to lore £id fan^ Heart 
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All these he with sad but i^illing hedrt, 
Though unallured by honours, wealth, or fame^i 
In them not even his wishes claim’d a part, 

And the world knew not of his very name. 

Canst thou not guess whaf taught hia steps to stray 
*Twas loved — but not such love as worldlings 
That often smiles its sweetest to betray, [own, 
And stabs the breast that offer 'd it a throne. 

Twas love to God! and love to all mankind; 

His master bade the obedient servant go, 

And try If he in distant realms could find [know. 
Sfime, who His name and saving grace would 

'Twas this that nerv’d him when he saw the tears 
His aged mother at their parting shed; 

’Twas this that taught her how to^calm her fear), ' 
And beg a heavenly blessmg on his head. * 

’Twas this that ^jaade his father^ calmly lip^r 
A godly sorrow, deep, but undismayed— 

And bade him humbly ask of God, in prayer, 

His virtuous fton to counsel, guide, and aid. 

And when he rose to bless, and wish him well, 
And bent a head with age and sorrow grey, 
£v’n while He lureath’d a fond^and last farewell, 
Half sad, hal^joyful, dashM his tears dway. 

• 

** An(lgo,”ihe said, ^*^hough4, with mortal eyaa, 
Shall ne’er behold thy filial reverenca Aere ; 
But, when from earth to heav’n our rairits rise, 
liie j^and that*gave him shall my cbil^ rastora* 

I bid thee go, though human tears will steal * 
From eyes that see the course thou^aat to run 
And Ood forgive me if 1 wrongly fael,*^ 
Like^Absah^ caliPd to sacrifice his son.” 
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And Jietis gone ! with ardent steps hi prest 
Across the hills, to where the vessel Jay, 

And soon, I ween upon tl»e ocean’s hreast, 

'J’hey saw the white sails bearing him away. 

And did he go uniViendefi — poor — alone? 

Did none of those, who, in a fa\ofrM land. 

The shelter of the gospel-tree had l^iiovvn, 

Desire to see its jyeaceful sliade expand? 

’Tis not for me to answer questions here; 

Let every heart its own responses give* 

And all, to whom their fellow-men are dear 
Bestow the bread by which their souls may five 

, M. H.. 


TIME. 

( Job. ix* 25 aP(l 26. 

Time speeds away— away — away. 

Another hour— another day— 

Another month — another year — c 
Drop from us like the leaflets sear ; 

Drop like the life-blood fromnur hearts; 

The rose-bloom fr^m the cheek depicts, 

The tresses from the temples fall, 

The eye grows dim and strange to all. 

Jime sneeds away-^way— taway : 

Like' tomnt in a stormy dayi 
He undarm^es the stately towa^**, 

JJprohts the tree, and snaps the dower; 

And sweeps from our distracted breast 
The friendf that Ibvod— the friends that blest : 
And leewes us weeping on the* shore, 

To which the(r can retuyp more, 

• * 
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Time speedi away— away— away 
Nn eagle through the skies of day, 

No winds along the hills can flee 
So swiftly or so smooth as he. 

Like fieiy steed — fromvtage to stage 
He bears n-ion — from youth \o age; 

Then plunges in the fearful sea 
Of fatligniiless Eternity. 

KKOx’s SONGS Of IsnAEl.. 


IT IS GOOD TO BE HERE. 

Methinks it is good to be here, 

If tliou wilt let us build — but for whom J 

Nor Elias, uor Moses appear, 
lint tlie shadows of eve that encompass the glooim 
The abode of the dead, and the place of the tomb. 

Shall we build to ambition ? Ah ! no > • 
Affrighted he shrinketh away ; • 

For see ! they would pin him below 
To a small riarrBw cave, and begirt with cold clay. 
To the meanest of reptiles a peer and a prey. 

To Beauty ? Ah ! no ; she forgets 
The charms ^hich she wieldetf before : 

Nor knows the foul worm^bat be frets 
The ^in t^hich, but yesterday, foolS could adore 
For the smoothness it%eld, or the tint whii^it wore. 

Shall we built^to the purple of Pride, 

^The trappings which dizei^ the prou<^ 

Alas ! they are all laid aside. 

And here’s neither dress nor adornxu^t allow’d, 
But tlUt long winding sheet, and the M]||e of the 
shroud. 
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To Kiehes.'* aUs! ’tis ill vain, 

Who hid in their turns have been hid ; 

The treasures ai'o squander’d a^aiii ; 

And here in the ^rave are all metals forbid, 

11 ut the tinsel that shoni on the dark cotlin lid. 

To the pleasures which miith caifaiTord, 

The revel, the laugh, and the jeer? 

Ah ! here is a plentiful board, 

Hut the guests are all mute as their pitiful chcei. 
And none but the worm is a reveler here. 

Shall we build to affection and love? 

Ah ! no ; they have wither’d and died, 

Or fled with the spirit above,— 

Friends, brothers, and sisters are laid side by side, 
« Yei: none have saluted, and none have replied. 

Unto sorrow? The dead cannot grieve, 

Not a so|i,^ not a si^h meets mine ^ar 
Which c(];mpaBaion itself could relieve ; 

Ah ! sweetly they slumber, nor hope, love or fear ; 
Peace, peace, is the watchword, thsonly one here. 

Unto death, to whom monasichs must bow ? 

Ah ! no ; fur his empire is known, 

And here there eS'e trophies enow f 
Beneath the cold deaK, and around the dark stone, 
Are the signs sf a sceptre that none ma^ disown. 

‘ The»fia,s^ tabernacle to Hope we will build,, 

And look for the sleepers around ps to rise ; 

The {econcTlio Faith, which ensures itfidhU’d ; 
Ahd the third to the Lamb of the great sacrlfiee, 
Wiio beqaeafjji’d us^hem both when he rose to the 
jkies. H. Kiipwuis. 
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HYMN. 

The Divine Omnipresence. 

Jehovah God ! thy giacious pow’r 
Oii fiv’ry hand we me ; 

O may th«| blessings of each'4ioiir 
Lead all our thoughts to thee. 

If, on flic wings of morn, we speed 
To earth’s remotest bound. 

Thy right hand will our footsteps lead, 

Tldne arm our path suiToud. 

•• 

Thy pow’r is in the ocean deeps. 

And reaches to the skies; 

Thine eye of mercy never sleeps, 

Thy goodness never dies. 

From morn till noon, tiH latest eve, 

The hand^f God we see’ 

And all the blessings we receive, 

Ceaseless, proceed from thee. 

In all the varying scenes of time, 

On thee our hopes depend ; 

In ev’ry age, in ev’ry clime. 

Our Ather and oar Friind. 

DR. THOMSON. 


• TO THE OMNIPOTENT GOD. 

Almighty King, who sitt’st above, 
Bathron’d with majesty and love, 

Bternal aabiter 4f fide ; 
Whether we nfti^e thee God of iOU, 
dr^Uft, Jove, o# IVQthra eall,^^ 

Ihou, tliou, alohe art truly great ! 
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Princes, the shadows of thy nod, 

Live but to shew how low to God 
Is all the gaudy pride of earth : 

Thy kingdom comj^ireheiids all space; 

Thy crown, ^enrich* d with pearls of grace, 

Is glorious as the morning’? birth ! 

If earth’s an atom in thy sight, 

En wrapt in folly’s mazy night, 

How low am I that on it dwell * 

Thy brightness, not the sun can shpw ; 

Thy voice, not all the winds that blow,^ . 
Nor all the rolling thunders tell ; 

The earth (jj^uake, and'the tempest, both 
Are but the bubbles of thy wrath, 

When Yice appall’d shrinks at thy frown; 
But fearless virtue’s heav’nly lorm, 

Sits, like an angel, ’mid the storm, 

^*nd smilifig wreathes hef olive crown. 

Grasp the whole earth within thy hand, 

Bid heav’n be nought at thy*command, 
Thou, only thou, be still the same; 

The void immense itself shall cry, 

Glory to thse, O God most hi^h,” 

And ever “ hallow’d be thy name!” 

HU XT. 

PSALM CXXXIII. 

I 

If thes:^ be one whose thoughts delight to'wander 
Ir^ pleasure’s fields, where love’s bright streams 
If thervbe one who longs to find [meander; 
'Where, a)) the purer blisses ai'b bnshriu’d,— 

A happy restii^g-place of yirHious wortfi,— ^ 
f A blessed Paradise on krth, — ' 
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Let him survel* the joy- conferring union 
Of brothers who are boiitul in fonil communion, 
And not by force of blood alone, 
i3ut by their mutual syin]>athies are known, 

And every heait and everjf mind relies 
Upon fra^*rnal kindred tiesi 


Oh ! blest 4 >,bode, where h>ve is ever vernal, 
Where trainpiil peace and concord are eternal, 
Where none usurp the highejst claim. 

But eachiwith pride asserts the other’s fame; 
OhJ^what are all earth’s joys compar’d to thee— 
Fraternal unanimity? 


F’en as the ointment whose sweet oaours oienae^i 
From Aaron’s head upon his beard* descended ; 

Which hung a while in^fragrance there, 
Bedewing every individual hair, 

And falling thence, with rich pelfume i;pn o'er 
The holy garb the prophet wore. 


So doth the unity that lives with brothers 
Share its best blessings and its joys with others, 
And rnaj^es them seem as if one frame 
Contain’d their minds, andtbej^were form’d the sam 
And spreads its sweetest breath o’er ^ very part, 
Until Jt penetrat^fs the hlai't. 

K’en as the dew,4hat at4he break o$ morning 
^\11 natifre with its beauty is adorning, 

And flows from Hermon calm and still, 
And bathes the tender gross on*Zion*#hill> 

And to the young and withering herb fes^ns 
Tl|e diR>p| for wftich it pines : 
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So are* fraternal peace and concord ^*rer 
The cherisherN, without who«e guidance never 
Would sainted quiet seek the breast— 

The life> the soul of unmolested rest; 

The antidote to sorrovv&and distress, 

And prop o^ human happiness 

All ! happy they whom genial concord blesses 
Pleasure for them reserves her fond catesses, 

And joys to mark the fabric rare, 

On virtue founded, stand unshaken there ; 

Whence vanish all the passions that destroy 
Tranquillity and inward joy. * 

Who practise good arc in.themselve8 rewarded, 

Foi thek* own deeds lie in their hearts recorded^ 

• And thus fraternal love, when bound 
,ljy virtue, is \fith its owii blessings crown’d, 

And tastes in sweetness that itself bestows, 

WJhpt use, wjiat power fronj concord flows. 

God in his boundless mercy joys to meet it; 

His promises of future blessings ^yeet it, 

And flxt prosperity, which brings 
Long life, and ease, beneath its shadowing wings. 
And joy and fortune — that remains sublime 
lieyond all diftance, change, anfi time. 

BOWRINC. 

HYMN FOR THE f«EW YEAR. 

The year is gone, and silence notr 
i«Hang[i o’er its every joy; 

But ’midst the stillness of the past, 

Its ^ice iB.heard on high. 

It ipeaks it calls, aloud to all, 

Wouldtwe its aocen^bear ; , 
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Have I misspent another term — 

Despis’d another year ? 

My trembling heart finds no excuse, 

Nor would excuse ft*pay 

The sins the tcillies which, alasf 
Pursued its hours away. 

> 

With grief I view my mad career. 

And wonder at thy grace, 

That* I am spar'd that 1 am here, 

Nor driven from thy face. 

Teach me, my God^ to love thee more. 

Nor thus requite thee still, 

With hatred for thy blessed love, 

And for thy goodness— ill. • 

Tor thou hast been to die a guide, 

On life's tempestuous wave; 

And spar'd me midst the crowds tthich fell 
In youtl^and manhood’s grave. 

. Oh ! may we then the year begin, 

As we our yeiii's would end: 

And seel^ our Saviour ant^his love, 

That he may be our iyend: 

Tbendet the hastening leasons Vy, 

^ Their flight tie'll mourn no moi*^ 

For soon we’ll reach that blessed l&nd, 
purl and sinless shore. • 

WEIR* 
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ADAM AND EVE’S ALTERNATE HYMN 
(From llic Tragctly of Adam in bantshincnt. ) 

ADAM . 

The all-quiehening is rollings there, 
Which bids the sliadowy forAi^ emerge 
From yon horizon’s furthest verge 
And flit across earth’s bosom fair: * 

The song of birds salutes the day — 

A song whose chorus soars to Him 
Who pours on all his blessing’s be&m, 
And wakes the universal lay. 

Come, let us join that choral song ; 

Come, let our voiced blend with theirs; 
* AA'd as their praises float along 
We’ll pour J:he incense of our prayerA 
I’lnead the grateful hymn, my love! 

And thou a sweeter strain shalt bring ; 
Horv shall we celebmte — hhw sing 
The Sjfirit blest that reigns above ! 

KVK. 

Yes ! Let us sing of God-*thc spring. 
The source of all we feel and see ; 
What theme gan be so blest as die-- 
Director— life-8U|tainer—>king ! 

Lift, lift, yy love ! thy thou^ts on high 
I’ll follow theii^ 6ublim|8t flight, * 
Ai\fl«hill and wood and valley bright 
Shall to the joyous hymn repl}^. 

ADAM;. 

lO Father ! we approach Thy throne, 
^Who iffdd’st fbe glorious sun arise: 
Allcsgood, Almighty, ai^ All-wisj! 
Great sourer of all thiilg%^God alone ! 
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We see TVjce, brighter than the rays 
Of the bright sun : we see Thee shine^ 

As in a luuntain’s face — divine; 

We see Thee — endless fount of days ; 

We sea Thee, who our fi-ivnes hast brought, 
With one siyift word, from st^iseless clay— 
Wak’d — with one glance of heavenly ray, 

OuJ’ never-dying souls from nought. 

Those souls thou lightedst with the spark 
Of Thy pure lire — and gracious still— 

Gav’st immortality — free will, 

Aiul language — not involved, nor dark. 

EVE. 

God — God he praised ! who formed us tiius, 
He was, and is, and shall endure: 

Put e— He shall make all nature* pure, 

And fix his dwelling here vyth us. 

What sweeter thought — ^Avhat stronger tok^n 
Thau that his Everlasting hancl 
Body and soul in holy band 
Hath bound — tlyt never shall be broken ! 

ADAM. 

’Tis he whose kind and generous care 
This lovelja garden's range hAth planted, 
Where nought^ that charms»desire is wanted, 
And joy’s a guest immortal here. • 
yhe ftfunt life— wJience waters living 
Ol^rspreadiiig all the garden flow— • * 
Bright flowers^upon their borders^row, 
While t# the trees life’s food they’re giving. ' 
jlere blooms the life>im parting tree, 

Whose fruit, just hid in silvei^iy leavils, 

Makes man a splbit, and retrieves 
His wej^ncifs and sat'Jfcty^ 
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ThI; dews from morning's vaults that fall, 

Are honey’d manna on our tongue; 

Shall not his hallow’d praise be sung. 
Whom nature sings — the source of all ? 

•EVK. 

O blest be Hfe who blessings pc^'irs ! 

Who fills the heart with tenderness, — 
And with his richest gifts will bjjess — 

He wondrous — whom our tongue adores. 

A full, o’erdowing horn of good 
Upon our Eden he has shower'd, ^ 

And peace and hope and joy embower’d. 

In its sweet silent solitude. 

At AM. 

Yesf now I feel the charm divine, 

Yes ! now 1 feel the bliss, the pri()e, 

To press thee, dearest ! to my side, 

And join my earljr vows to thine. 

A «nity— >in love cemented, • 

Ble^ by thy presence— and by thee 
Gilded with smiles and purity. 

May make my exil’d soul coiftented. 

O sister— daughter— fairest bride, 

What shall 1 call thee?— Paradise 
Has millioorflowers that smUi^g rise 
To kiss thy feetrwell satisfied. 

XVE. 

Love ! one shall* be our fvil), and ^ne 
' Qai’ fate, from the first dawn of day 
When, the bright sun begips his way, 

Tt when bis weary course is done. * 

Peace, tenderness, and joy— a shrine 
Sacrtd to cheerful love— and praise 
Him, the Xiord of eyeless days, 

Who blended thy fo^ Ifaart with«mii\e. 

BOWRIKO* 
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■ ^MAY-MORNING. 

What love, what wisdom God displayb 
On earth and sea and sky. 

Where all that fades mid all that stays 
Proclaii|i his majesty ! • 

He o’er the world — by day, by nig^ht — 
StiU watches and still wakes ; 

And, kindly varying each delight, 

The sweet yet sweeter makes. 

Now barren Winter flies the globe, 

And Spring resumes her reign ; 

And earth casts do^yn her gloomy robe. 
And Joy laughs out again. 

And Nature wears her fairer r(res8 
Where Winter lately ^frown’d, 

While the Creator’s loveliness 

Bursts th Cough the clouds around.* * 

’Tis May ! whose fragrant breath and dyes 
So far o’»^ ^rth are gone, 

That memory all her charms supplies, 

Ere she herself comes on. 

’Tis Ma^! that loveliest oC the year. 

Who with fresh beauty glows ! 

’!^e is sweet, the sut^ beams'^lear, 

The wished- fo9 zephyr blows. 

• 

At peaceful j^ght the gentle dew 
^Descends on field aud wood, 

Wliile nature smiles serenely through. 

In silent gratitude. 

The earth witti varied flowers is dig^, 
«rheC)e^ with^oaey pass, 
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fhe larks chirp gaily and alig!i£ 

Upon the new-born grass. 

The bud its infant blossom yields, 

The tree its leaves displays, 

While on tbb crimson clover l^jlds 
The tranquil cattle graze. 

The busy insect tribes are blest, 

And murmuring thoughts arc still, 

Save man’s— whose bosom knows no rest— 
A slave to stubborn will. 


Yes! man,— in whom few virtues glow, 

On guilty pleasures bent, 

To others and himself a foe,— 

Destroys his own content. 

To life — vain lift?, which quickly ends, 

•4'S AutuiQD's withering leaf, 

And •of itself to sorrow tends, 

He adds ideal grief. 

r 

The ox is slaughter’d— slight the thrills 
That wait his parting breath ; 

But man, by self-inflicted ills, 

Dies man/ times ere death. * 

« » 

Oh! hl^st would be through evei7 stage 
Man’s fleetiifg life op earth, ^ * 

•Wura he, when stain’d with vice, more si ge— 
Had he, when sage, morp worth. 

&h! were the human race but wise. 

And would they reason well, 

That ?arth would be a paradise— 

Which folly makes ^hell. ^ 

t AwiAng. 
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TH J GENIUS OF DE^H. 

What is death? ’Tis to be free' 

No iiKUT to love, or hope, or fear— 

To join the great equality: 

All alike nre h uinbl(» there ! 

The^iglity grave “ 

W^rapa lord and slave ; 

Nor pri^e nor j)overty dares come 
Within that refuge-house, the tfimbJ 

Spirit with the drooping wing, 

Am? the ever-weeping eye, 

^Hiou of all earth’s kings art king! 

Empires at thy footstiM)! lie! 

Beneath thee Itrew’d 
Their multitude 

Sink, like waves upon the shore; 

Storms shall never rouse piem more ! 

What’s the gr.'indeur of the egrth 
To the grandeur round thy throned 
Riches, glory, beauty, birth, 

To thy kiii^om all have gone. 

Before thee stand 
The wond’i'ous band; 

Bards, her^s, sages, side by #ide, 

W ho darken’d^uations whe^^ they died ! 

Earth ha| hosts; but thou^anst show 
Many a million ibr her one; 

TIfrough thy gates the mortal flow 
Has for couiftless years roll’d on : 

Back from the tomb 
Ko step has come ; 

'inhere fix’d, till last thunder’s s^nd 
Shall bid thy pris’ucrs be unbound ! 

EEO. G. CROLY. 


N 
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SUNDAY EVENIN^'. 

Welcome tlu* hour of sweet repose, 

The eveiiiTig of the Sabbath day ! 

In peace my wearied eyes shall close 
When I have turn'd my vesper lay 
In humble^ gratitude to Him 
Who waked the morning’s earliest beam. 

In such an hour as this, how stfeet. 

In the calm solitude of even, 

To hold with heaven communion meet, 
Meet for a spirit bound to heaveri ; 

And, in this wilderness beneath, 

Pure zephyrs from above to breathe ! 

IV may be that the Eternal Mind 
Bends sometimes from His thrope of bliss 
Where should we then His presence find, 
Bat in au houV so blest as this — 

•An hoar of calm tranquiHity, 

Silbnt, as if to weloome Thee ? 

Yes ! if the Great Invisible, 

Descending from His seat divine, 

May deign upon this earth to dwell — 
Where shall He find a welcome shrine, 
But in the*breast of man, wtio bears 
His image, and His Spirit shares ? 

Kow*fet the colemn thought ptrvadc 
My* soul,-»and let nfy heart prepare 
A throne : — Come, veU’d in awful sfiade. 

, Spirit of God ! that I niky dare , 

Hail T^ee ! — ^nor, like Thy prophet, be 
Blijided by Thy bright majesty. 

jTlieii turn my wandVfhg tlioughts within 
To bo^ commutrioEg LordJ lirlth^Tbee ^ 
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And, purifftd fi*om taint of sin 
And earth’s pollutions, let me see 
'J^hine iina^je, — for a moment prove, 

If not Thy ma^jcsty. Thy love — 

• 

'J'hat love ^hieh over all is shed— 

Shed on the worthless as the just ; 
r^ij^ihtirjj^ the stars above our head, 

And waking beauty out of dust; 

\nd rolling in its glorious way 
Keyon^ the farthest comet’s ray. 

•Vo him alike the living stream 
And the dull regions of the grave ; 

All watch’d, protectiJd all, by Him, 

Whose eye can see, whose ai*m can sate, 

In the cold pildiiight's dangerous gloom, 

Or the dark prison of the tomb* 

• 

Thither we hfsten— as the sand 
Drops in the hour-glass, never still, » 

So, gather’d in by Death’s rude hand, 

The storehoule of the grave we fill j 
And sleep in peace as safely kept 
As when on earth we smiled or wept^ 

What is o<lr duty hei’e?— Ti tend 
From good to,better— thence to best ; 
Gratefu^to drink life’s cup, — thotj bend 
Unmurmuring to aur bed of rest ; 

Tb pluck the flowers that round us bkwv, 
Scattering their fragrance as we go. 

And 80 to live, that when the sun 
Of our existence sinks in night, 

Memorials swee^ of mercies flone 
May ’Shrine our names in Memory’s Mght ; 
And^the^lgst seedf^o scatter’d^bloom 
A hundred fold in nays to come. 


bowhinTT. 
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TO ;the ccmet oii isi i. 

How lovely is this wilderM scene, 

As twilight from her vaults so blue 
Steals soft o’er Yj^irrow’s inoiiiitnins ^nveu 
To slee}ii embalm’d in midnight dew! 

All hail, ye hilhs, Tvhose towej ing height, 
Like shadows, scoops the yielj^ing sky ’ 
And thou, mysterious guest of night. 

Dread traveler of immensity ! 

Stranger of Heaven ! I bid thee hail ! 

Shred from the pall of glory riven, 

That ilashest in celestial gale, 
t Broad pennon ol the King of Heaven ' 

Art thoji the Rag of woe and dent)^, 

From angel’s ensign-slatf unfurl’d ? 

Art thou the slatidard of his wrath 

• ^Vaved o^er a sordid sinful world ? 

« 

No, from that pure pellucid beam, 

That erst o’er plains of^ethleh’m shone, ^ 
No latent evil we can deem, 

Bright herald of the eternal throne ! 

Whate’er p<fi'tends tby front ifT fire, 

Thy streaifting locks soclovely pale,-— 

Or pefice to wjan, or judgments^dire, 

Stranger of Heaveiii» I bid thee ha'il ! 

Where bast tbou roam’d these thousanci years ' 
WhV sought these polar paths again, 

From wilderness of glowing spheres, 

Tc fling jthy vesture o’er the wain ? 

* It WM redtoned by m^y Itiatthis wa| the same Come 
ii’hich auneareh at the birtn of our Saviorjr. 
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when thou scal’st the milky-way, 

And vanishes from human view, 

A thousand worlds shall hail thy ray 
Through wilds of ytm empyreal blue [ 

* 

O ' on thy fapid prow to glide ! 

To ^ail the boundless skies with thee 

And jtbfiigh the twinkling stars aside, 

Like foam-bells on a tranquil sea ! 

To bnvsh the embers from the sun, 

, The icieles fiom off the pole; 

liien far to other systems run. 

Where other mooiic and planets roll f 

Straiig(!r of Heaven! O let thine eye 
Smile on a rapt enthusiast’s ds'eam ; 

Eccentric as thy course high, 

And airy as thine ambient ^beam ! 

And long, long may thy silver ray 
Our northern arch at eve adorn ; 

Then, wheeling to the east away, 

Light the grey portals of the morn f 

inx.c 


JEHOVAH THE PRC^VIDER.' 

AuthoiH of being I life-sustaining king ! 

Lo I Want’s dep^pdent eye from th^e implores 
jThe Seatons, which provide nutritious stordi ; 
^vc to her prayers the renovating spring, 

And summer’s heats all perfecting^ that Iring 
The fruits which ailtumufrom a tbousan^shores 
Selectet|}i pimvident I ivhg^ earth a^res 
tier God, and afl her vaifts exulting sing. 
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Without thy blessing, the suhmitisive steer ^ 
Beiifls to the plou^fhman’s galling yohe in vain ; 

Without thy blessing on the varied year, 

Can the swarth reaper grasp the golden grain ! 

Without thy blessing, all is blank^and drear ; * 

With it, the joys of Eden bloom again. 

woHnsw(»in Ji. 

CHORUS OF ANGELS. 

^"From Lunfi'r.) 

Who sits above heaven’s heights sublime, 

Yet Alls the grave’s profoundest pla(e* 
Beyond eternity, ^r time, 

* Or the vast round of viewless space . 

Who on himself alone depends-^ 

Immortal— glorious — but unseen— > 
a\nd in His xm’ghty being blends 
« «^What r(|lls around or %ws within* 

Of all we know not — all we know — 

Prime source and origin— a sea. 

Whose waters pour'd on «u*th below 
Wake blessing’s brightest radiancy. 

His power— love— wisdom, first exalted 
And waken’d from oblivkm*s birth 
Yon starry arch— yon palacefvaulted— 

Yon heaven of heavens^to smile on earth, 
From'Dis recplendent inajest3«i ^ 

,„We shade us ’ueatfi our sheltering wings, 
While awe-inspired and tremblingly ^ 
f Wef praise the glorious* King of,|tiogs, 

With si^t and sense confus’d and dim ; 

Q name;:-describe the Lord of lords, 

Jhe seraphs’ praise sha^l hallow Him 
Or is the theme t^o vast for words? 
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RESPOKSE. 

'Tis God ! who pours the living glow 
Of light, creation's fountain-head : 

Forgive the praise— too moa^ and low — 

Or fioin*the living or the dead. 

No toi.gue Thy jiecrless name hath spoken 
No space can hold that awful name ; 

The aspiring spirit’s wing is broken 
7’liftu wilt be, w’ert, and art the same ! 

> 

Language is dumb — Imtigination, 

Knowledge, aud Science, helpless fall ; 

They are irreverent profanation, • 

And thou, O God ! art all in all. 

How vain on such a thought t6 dwell ! 

Who knows Thee— Thee the All-unknown ' 
Can angels he thy oracle, « » e» 

Who art— who art Thyself alone ? 

None — none can trace Thy course sublime, 
For none^an catch a ray from Thee, 

The splendour and the source of time — 

The Eternal of eternity. 

Thy ligbl of light out-pouv’d conveys 
Salt'ation in its flighty elysi an, 

Brighter than e’en Thy mercy’s, rays;— 

* Butl*vainly w^uld ouf feeble vision 
iAepire to Thee. From day to day« 

iitealf^on us— but meets Thee never 
Tbi[ IS life's support anS stay-» 

Wflljlildse Thee— sing Thee, Lord! fore^r. 
Hol|^M|9^«^holy ! Praise— 

^ His In every land ; 

S^ty^in His piataeM stays^ 

Sacredf is His %ch commaim ! 



% THE lyre. 

IIYIV'.'J. 

The LotTs Day Morning. 

Again the Lord of life and light 
Aivakes the kiiiYlHng ray ; 

Unseals the eyelids of the iiiofn 
And poui's increasing day. 

0 what a night was that which wrapp’d 
The heathen world in gloom ! 

0 what a sun, which broke, this de?y, 
Triumphant from the tomb ! 

This day be grateful homage paid, 

And loud hosannaS sung ; 

Let gladness dwell in ev’ry heart, 

And pr^se on ev’ry tongue. 

Ten thousand diiPring lips shall Join 
hail thiij welcome morp, 

Which scatters blessings from its wing» 

To nations yet unborn. 

JiAKKAULl) 


AN EVENING SERVICE. 

e • 

The cold wind ^trips tlie yellow leaf, 

The star^are twinkling faintly o’er us ; 
All nature wear^'her gajb of grief? * 
Whilf jday’s fair book is closed before us. • 

The songs. have ceased,— -ancPbm 
^ Ai^ to their beds of silence creepjS^ ; 

• The pde, cold moon looks out 
On the tired v^orld so softly slei^lug.^ 

0 ! in an |iour so stSil a#this, 
fcFrom care, and toil, imfi tumult'stealinir. 
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VII considerate an ijowr to Miss— 

To inec'k devotion’s holy reeling : 

And rise to Then— to Thee, whose hand 
Vriroll’d the golden n^p ol' heaven; 
Alantled ^yith beauty all tluMand ; 

Gave light to morn, and shade to even. 

Being,* whose all-pervading might 
riie laws of countless woi'lds disposes ; 

A'et ^ives the sparkling dews their light— 
Their beauty to the blushing roses . 

' I 

Thou, Ruler of our destiny ! 

With inillioii]^gifts Ihist Thou supplied us, 
Hidd’n from our view futurity, 

Unveiling all the past to guide ^us. 

Tlio’ dark may he eartlf's vale, and dam]), 
A thousand stars shine sweetly o’eriii* 
And immortality’s pure lamp * 
GladdcHvS ami gilds our path before us. 

And ill tlie silence of the scene 

Sweet tones from heaven are softly speaklt 

Celestial je^isic breathes between, 

The slumbering soul of Miss awaking. 

« * 

Short i^ the darkest nigh||;, \rho!<{& shade 
Wraps nature’s bK>R8t in clouds of sadness; 
And joy’s sweet flowers, that seem’^iS) fade, 
Shall bloom inew in kindling giadness. 

Death's darkness is more bright to him 
Who looks beypnd in visioi/S holy 
Thaif passion’s fires, or splendour’s ih'eam, 
‘^r^U glare of shs and follyi 
N 2 





TIIK hACk* O lA'RE , 

• 

The silent tear, the di^p-fetfht I’sii^h, 

Which virtue heaves ili hours of quiet, 

Arc dearer than pomp's revelry, 

Or the mad Luigh of frenzied riot ; 

Smiles from a conscience piirifii'd, 

Far lovelier than the fleeting glory 
Conferr'd in all a monarch’s piide, 

Embalm'd in all the light of storyl 

This joy be outs— our M'eeks shall roll— 

And let them roll— our bark is drif ’n 
Safe to its harbour — and our soul 
Awaking, shall awake in heaven. 

rOWRING. 


THE BND OF TIME 

DayNjtfme, and •went”— a lovefier never dawn’d 
Since that'fair morn which saw the infant woi*ld, 
Sparkling with dew drops from J|e]' maker’s hand. 
From bower to bower, the voice of song was heard. 
And the gay minstrels floating through the air, 
Bore up to heaven’s gate the voice of praise : 

The day went calfiily on — and wHilfi the eve, 
Drest in her dusky garb approach’d the east. 

And look’d ki solemy silence o’er the scene, 

Earth seem’d to say, rejoicei rejoice oh ! man, 

For (he kh:h store that hails the evening breiftee, 
And waves It^iiriant o’er the ripening plfin, 

Sj^all liail the autumnal sweetness of the year : 

^it autumn ne’er will come The setting sun 
Sj^lrom her golfien throne t^e end of days ; 

■ j||p tb«bright glow along, the verge of fieavcn, 
widdi many eye beholdl, so full hope ' 
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So bright witTi promisH of a coming day ■ 

Hut such a day how few anticipate 
Th’ eternal morning of unchanging yeai*s. 

O’er heaven and earth, a^solemn silence reigns, 
And mijlst ht^r brilliant galaxy <)f stars. 

The moon the queen of night portentous shines, 
With red and awful glare : and from the north, 

A vivid light, wax’d br<^d and broader still — 

And flash’d upon the sky ; like that once seen 
For mayy a night above Jerus’lem’s towers, 

And round Judea’s land. As it was then — 

Aiifl in the days of Lot; so is it now, 

Men disregard the signs of God’s approach. 
Foretold by prophets, and which long Ijpfoie,’ 

W^as told ill signs and wonders in the sky : 

And on this night the last that e’pr should reign, * 
Nature seem’d conscious some awful change : 
’ifet even now |.he voice of mirth, the sonjf, 

The dance, all these went merry as before : 

Crimes still went on, and wicked deeds were done 


Before high h#aven; nor were men wiser grown, 
Tho’ every moment as it hasten’d on. 

Was trembling in its speed; and tottering time. 
Who level’d all before, was now grown old ; 

Upon his tice the 6ymptoms'*of decay, 

Show’d that Ifis dying hoiih was nigh at band : — 
He»tried|but tried in vaiiYto gaiif those heights, 
Where oft careerirife on the viewless winds, 

His airy flight had been : but there ttfb breath 
Of tlse approalhing morn wras fek around. 

The conscious earth, warn’d of the chanfe ig him 


Who measured out Its moments, days, and jwrs ; 
(funk’d to its centre ; and now trembling groanM 
In hwrible suspense; the fires withiiff 
“Iblfreh ohjn days gf did burst irildly forth 
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I'roin £tiia, Strombli, and^i huiidrJd hillh- 
Were issuing iicnv to light the fiineral pile, 

On nature’s dread but all-consuming day ; 

\ et man ' vain man, the crt^ature of an hour 
' A worm of dust, 9 speck in nature’s works. 

Who bears within, a principle of lift, 

Which will outlive the awful coming storm, 

N(»r perish ’midst the wreck ol' thousanfi noild^ 
is (|uite at case, and thinks his bark secure 
Imu’ It had stood for many ages past, 

Noi’ seem’d more frail then when its course began, 
lint ’midst his airy dreams of days to come, * ’ 
And while the thoughtless unsuspecting smile, 
Wasjdayyig on his cheek : oh! heavens, 

A giant form came sailing o’er the sky, 

**S() bright, so radiant, that the rising sun 
t»rew paic and Itid at qjfice his cheering ray ; 

And from the trumpet’s dread astounding voice, 

A soun<r Alas bear«r, which smote on every car, 
Proclfiiining loud, and louder through the sky ; 
7 'liat time shall be no more.” ]f4urth trembling 
heard ; 

The roaring deep grew silent at the voice ; 

And the dark grave where silence reign’d before, 
Ilegan to stir with life; time now wl^ dead, 

And ’midst the geriei'ifl blaze of nature’s works, — 
The bright des!tending«throne of God tl|p Jut^e— > 
^he shout of triumph— and tie hopeless wail, 

All that IkM liv’d from Adam to that hour, ^ 
VVere throngingipiii'tbe air from evfry climi^ 

To iveet^the Son sole arbiter of all, 

Conning in clouds of glory from the sky, 

With his bri^t ang^U and the vpice of praise. 

WEia. 



‘101 


IflE SACIf.*:!) J.YRi:. 

I 

M^PKNINGyNl) EV^NINCt 
How beHUtil'iil IS iiiorii ! 

AVhfii (Idyli^rht, newly boin, 

From the brijjht portals of tbe east is breakirit; ; 

» While songs ol joj’^resoin^d 

From Countless warblers round, 

'fo light and life from silent slumber waking. 

The parting clouds unlold 
Their edges ting’d with gold ; 
llright isithe summit of the lofty mountain ; 

The glist'ning tops of trees, 

Toiieh’d'hy tbe rustling bieeze, 

Are bright and tuiielul^is the muses’ fountain. 

As upward mounts the sun, 

The valleys, one by one, , 

< )pe theii recesses to the lining splendour ; 

The mighty ocean’s breast 
Heaves upward to the West, 

And bids its waves reflected light siirrenrUT. 

Each IiilAiible flower lifts up 
Its dewy bell or cup, 

Smiling through tears that know no tinge of sad 
The yisect tribes comciout, [ness 

And, flitj^tering all algmt. 

Fill the fresh air with gentle souuda of gladness. 

• • 

Oh ! who carf witness this, 

Nor feel the throb of bliss 
With ivfalch cre&tion’s cv’ry piilse«eemB beating ! 
Or who, 'mid such u store 
Of rapture flowing o’er, ^ 

The tribute of the heai’t forbear repeating ? 

^ej have I kfiown an hour 
Of nfljre subduing power * 



Than ttis of beauty glowii|p — miis®, gushing ; — 
An hour whose quiet calm 
Diffus’d an holier balm, 

Whose watch-word — “ Peiice, be still the inmost 
hearty was h*ushiiig. 

It is the close of day, 

When evening’s hues array 
The western sky in all their radiant lustre . 

When round the setting sun, 

His goal of glory won, % 

Uespleiident clouds in silent beauty muster. 

*Tis when day’s parting light, 
rjazzling no more the sight, 

Its chastening glory to the eye is granting, 

That ‘‘^iioughts too deep for tears,” 
Unearthly hopfs and fears, 

And voiceless feelings in the heart are panting. 

• • • • 

Wh'ile thus the western sky 
Delights the gazing eye, ^ 

With thrilling beauty, touching and endearing 
What still of earth is fair 
Boitows its beauty there. 

Though every borrtiw’d charm is disappearing.- 

Ere y^t those charms grow dinij 
Creation’s vesper hyq^n, 

Grateful &nd lovely, is from earth ascending ^ 
’Till, '^ith that song of piaise, 
aXhe hearts of those who gaze 
solemn feelings of delight are blending, 
t • 

'^en from those bright 

A farewell gleam ofVffht | 

Blanks with unearthly gfor;- on the*vislon ; 
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(\nd tliproiiii^h ii-p foldini; Moors 
The eye of thought explores 
Seraphic forms and phantasies elysiaii. 

These pass like thought away ! 

Yet may their haltovvM sway 
Hest on the h^art, — as dew-drops round adorning 
I’he drooping silent floweis, 

Te[*d them through night’s dark hours, 
Aiul keep them fresh and living till the morning. 

Tims should the sunset hour, 

With s(MiI -absorbing power, 

Nurse by its glories the immortal spirit; 

And plume its firings for flight 
To realms of cloudless light, 

Uegions its God hath form’d it to inherit. 

Fair, bright, and s^^eet is morn ' 

W hen (Uylight, newly |)orn, , 

In all its beauty is to sense appealing | 

Yet Eve to me is fraught 
With ndhre unearthly thought^ 

And purer touches o{ immortal feeling! 

BIANARD BARTO^ 


MESSIAH 

IT 0 * 

V Yh nymphs of SolyihaJ begin the song: ^ 
Tolieaveiily themes sublimer strains ^ong. 
The niossy fouAtains and the syhim sbades» 

' The dreams of Findus and the Aonian maid*;, 
Delight no more — 0 Thou my voic^ inspire ® 
Who touch'd Isniab^ hallowM lips with Are ! 

into future^mes, the bard be^n ; 
^vmgii^shttll coDc^vd, a VirglA bear a Son ! 
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From Jt ssp’s (a) I'oot belioM a branf.ll arise, 

Whose sacred flower with fra^i*aficp fills the sKies' 
The ethci'ciil spirit o’er its leaves shall move, 

And on its top descends the mystic diwe. 

0 Ye heavens' (h) from hi^h the dewy nectar pour, 
And in soft silence shed the kindly ihowcj' ' 

The sick (c) and weak the healing plant shall aid, 
Fj’oin storm a shelter, and from heat a f^hade. 

All crimes shall cctise, and ancient frauds shall fail : 
Returning Justice (J) lift aloft her sctde ; 

T. ace o’er the world her olive wand extefcd. 


And white-robed Innocence from Heaven desceini. ‘ 
Swift fly the years, and rise tlie expected morn ! 
Oh spring to light, auspicious Babe, be born ! 

See, ?,N\'itufe hastes her earliest wreaths to bring, 
•With all the incense of the breathing spring : , 

Sue lofty Lebarihri (e) liis head advance, 

See nodding forests on the mountains dance *. 

See spicy doiids from lowly Sharoh rise, 

And CarmeFs flowery top perfume the skies I 
Hark ! a glad voice the lonely desert cheers ; 
Prepare the way! (/) A God, a fiod appears ! 

A God, a God I the vocal hills reply ; 

The rocks proclaim the approaching Deity. 

Lo, earth receives him from the bendiifg skies ! 
Sink down, ye mouiiti^ns ; and ye^ valleys, rise ' 
With heads defi^ined, ye cedars, homage pay ; 
rBe smooth, ye rocks ; fe rapi^floods, give wa'^. 
The Savioiw comes ! hy ancient bards foretold a 
Hear liim, ye deaf; and all the bljpd, behold ! 

Me from thick jflms shall purge the visual 
Anc^tin the sightless eye-ball pour the day : 
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’Tis be the ohatructed [HiUhs of sound shall ch‘ar» 
And bid new music charm the unfolding ear : 

duml) (g) shall sing, the lame his crutch 
forego, » 

And leap exult^ig like the bouudhig roe. 

No sigh, no murmur, the wide world shall hear ; 
From every, face he wipes off every tear. 

In adamantine (A) chains shall death be bound, 
And hell’s grim tyrant feel the eternal wound. 

As the good shepherd (i) tends his fleecy care, 
freshest pasture, and the purest air; 

Explores tlie losti the wandering sheep directs, 

By day o’ersees them, ar^i by night protects ; 

The tender lambs he raises in his arms, « 

Feeds from his hand, and in his bosom warms n 
Thus shall mankind his guardian ciire engage, 

The promised father (^‘) of ?he future age. 

No more shall nation (A) againsf. nation ris<*, 

Nor ardent warriors meet with hateful eyes, 

Nor flelds with gleaming steel be cover’d o’er, 
riie brazen trunijuds kindle rage no more ; 

Hut useless lances into scythes shall bend, 

And the broad falchion in a ploughshare end. 

Then palaces 9 hall rise; the joyi^l son (0 
Shall flnish what his short-liv’d sire begun ; 

Their vines a shadow to their race shpll yield, 

And the saitfe hand that sow^i shall reap the field. 
Ihc s\vain in barren deserts (m) with sunrise 
Sees lilies spring, and sudden verdure rise ; 

And stasits amidslf the thirsty wilds hear , 

^ew falls of water murmuring in his ear. 


^a. Ch, xlili. ver. 18. Ch. xxxv. ver. \ 6. 

ver. 9. (i) C»ii. xl. ver. ll. (j) Ch. ix. ver. a 
0 til. ji. ver. 4. (i) Ch. Ixv. ^er. ‘il, 22. 

(m) Ch. XXXV. ver. 1, 7, 
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Oti ritteci rocics, the dragonis late abodes, 

The green reed trembles, and the bulrush nods., 
AVaste sandy valleys (/t), once perplex’d ^vitli thc^^lr 
The spiry fir and shapelj; box adorn : 

To leafless shiubj'ihe flowery palm ^ucceed, 

And odorous myi tie to the noisome weed. 

The lambs (o) with wolves shall graze ^he, verdant 
mead, 

And boys in flowery bands the tiger lead. 

The Steer and lion at one crib shall meet* 

And harmless serpents (/>) lick the pilgrim’s < 8 'f 
The smiling iiiiant in his hand shall lake 
The crested basilisk and sn^ckled snake, 

Pieced, tfie green lustre of the scales survey, 

And with their forky tongue shall innocently play. 
!(t,ise, crown’d with light, imperial Salem ( 7 ), rise ! 
Exalt thy towery headf'aiid lift thy eyes' 

See a race (r)^thy spacious cnurts adorn ; 

See future i^ons, and daughters yet unborn. 

In crowding ranks on every side arise, 

Demanding life, impatient for thet^kies ! 

See barbarous nations (s) at thy gates attend, 

Walk in thy light, and in thy temple bend ; 

See thy bright altar| throng’d with prostrate kings 
And heap’d with products of Sabean*(0 springs! 
For thee Id time’s spicy forests blcfw, 

And seeds of gold in Opbir’s mountaint glow. 

See heaven its sparkling portSls wide display,^ 
And break upon thee in a flood of day ! 

No mor^e the riling sun («) shall |ild the morn, 
Norkcvening Cynthia fill her silver horn ; 

I" i 
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! t Jost, dissolved in tiiy .superior rays, 

I tifie of glory, one unrloiided blaze, 
j|ilo\y thy courts : the Light himself shall shine 
Ral'd, and God’s etefital day be thine ! 
piscas (t>) shall waste, the shits in smoke decay, 
lies fall to dust, and mountains melt away; 
t fix’d his word, liis saving power remains ; 
'fliy realm for ever Lists, thy own Messiah reigns ! 

POPE. 


TUK SEASONS i A HYMN. 

Oft have I seen the laughing Spring, 

Shed her rich blessings o’er the Eiurth, 
While, born beneath her fragrant wing, 
Sprung Beauty forth, and L»ve and Mirth.^ 

• 

But Spring soon fied, and Summer then 
Tier genial heats diffus’d hroundy ' '* 

And Nature’s wildest roughest glen 
Was by hy hand with verdure crown’d. 

Sweet Summer, too, alas ! was doom’d 
To quit the rich and smiling plain : 
l^r wjile in fruitfulness she bloom’d, 
Autumn began her glip-ious reign. 

iBut Autumn’s sun soiin ceas’A to burn, 

And clouds, which roll’d athwai‘t the sky, 
Declar’d that Winter and his urff 
I«i viewlels iijy car was nigb» ^ 

^When Winter came, the gorgeous sun 
^rn’d pale^ and acem’d«to wall hifdoom 


(li) Isa. li. v5r, 6. and ch. Uv, ver. 10, 
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And all that iatii so radiant shone, 

Now sunk in VV’inter’s joyless tomb. 

Thus blooming is Life’s early spring ; 

For Nature fin each path bathfshed 
Her smiles, anti Pleasure seeks to fling 
Her garlands round each youthful head. 

My Spring has fled, and Summer n(»w 
llich o’er my youthful cheek doth hfeathe, 
And soon to deck this gladsome brow, 
Autumn her holiest sweets will wreathe 

Yet, ere dim WinterV gloomy birth, 

*Or destroy this cheek of bloom, 

Oh ' I may press my mother Earth, 

And quit this vain world for the tomh. 

Then let me, Lord, at whose^command, 
Suminey and Spring and Winter roll, 

IVaise, while I’ve life, th‘ Almighty hand 
That spans the world from pa^ie to ])ole. 

At morning’s light, Lord, of all space, — 

I’ll praise Thee ; and at clos^ of even ; 

Then lend me, L«rd, some ray tjC grace 
To light my trembling steps te Heaven. 

BICH^KD RYAN. 


THE RAINBOW. 

€1 

SnLi^Yohng and hue, but what is still in view 
We rltgltt as old and soil’d, though fresh and new. 
How bright ^ert thbu when Shqm’s admiiwig eye 
Thy hurnisi.’d flaming arch did first descryT 
When Tei’ah, Na’ior, Ilamn, kbram,,L'iit,^»' 
^.^o iithfnl world's gray fathers in one knot 
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Did 'With iiit«ntive looks watch /*vcry hour. 

For ij«\v light, aud tremble at each shower! 
Wli^ri thou (lost shine, darkness looks white ami 
\ ' fair; 

turn to musi'% cloyds to smiles and air ; 
diiin gently spends his honey-drops, and poui*s 
Halm on the cfeft earth, milk on grass and flowers. 
Bright pledge of peace and sunshine, the sure tye 
Of thy Lord’s hand, the ohjei^t of his eye ' 

When I behold thee, though my light be dim, 
Distant ajid low, I can in thine see him, 

W^o looks Ilium th(*e from his glorious throne, 
Ami minds the- covenant betwixt all and One. 

* ♦ * * # 

yAUG^AX. 

REASONS FOR THE SOUL’S IMMOR 1’AL1T\. 

For who did ever yet, in h'onour, wealth, 

Or pleasure oi* the sense, cmih;ntmcnti(iifd ? 

Who ever ceas’d to wish when he hadHiealth? 

Or, having wisdom, was not vex’d in mind ? 

Then as a bee, which among weeds doth fall 
Which seem sweet flowers, with lustre fresh and 

She lights on this and that, and tasteth all ; 

But, pleased il-ith none, doth rise and soar away. 

^ • '> » ' 

-jo when the soul flmfe here no true content, , 

Aiid, like Noah’s dove, can no sure flfotiifg take, 
She do^;! rcturn^froin whence she jrst was sent, 

^ And flies to him that flrst her wings difl make. 
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VIRTUE. 

Sweet Day! so cool, so calm, so 
The bridal of the earth and sky ; 

The dew shall Aveep thy fall to-nii^ht ; — 

F'qr thou must die. 

Sweet Hose ! Avhose hue, angry and bia\e. 
Bids the rash gazer wipe his eye : 

Thy root is ever in its grave ; — 

And thou must die : 

Sweet Spring ' full of sweet days anu rose^ 

A box, where sweets compacted lie ; 

My music shews ye have youi* closes : — 

And all must die. 

• 

Only a sweqt and virtuous soul, 

Like season’d timber, never gives ; 

But^ iho’ the whole world turp to coal, 

Then chiefly lives. 

nrriui h 


A MEDITATION. 

O THOU great Pdwer ! in whQin move, 
By whom we lis^e, to whoimwe die, 
Behold meA through thy beams of lo^e, 
Whilst on this couch tears 1 lie. 

And cleanse my sordid soul within 
By thy Chrjpt’s blood, the bath of sin. 

t 

^ hallow’d oils, no gums I need, 

No nev-boru drams of purging fire : 
One rqfy drop from David’s seed 
, Was wurl{|[a of seasjto quench thii# 
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C] prpcious Ransom ; which cTice paid, 

1 iat Cutisunwiatvm est was said. 

And said hy him, that said no more, 

, Hut seal’d it with hjs sacred breath . 

Thou then, that hast dispurgM our score, 

And dying wri t the death of death, 

Be now, whilst on thy name we call. 

Our li!e, our strength, our joy, our all ! 

WOTTON. 


HEATH 01 A CHRISTIAX 

C alm on the bosom of thy God, 

Fair spirit ! rest thee now ! 

E’er while with ours thy footsteps trod, 

His seal was on thy brow. 

Hust to its narrow haiisp beneath ! 

Soul to its place on higji ! 

They that have seen thy look in death, 

No more may fear to die. 

•< MRS. HEMAN's. 


THE PLACE OF REST. 

There^Is an hour of peaceful rest 
To mowning wanderers given ; 
jTliei;^ is a tear for soul distrest. 

A balm for evf.^y wounded breast— 

’Tis found above— in heaven !' 

Inere is a soft, a downy bed, 

^ ’Tis fair as breath of even : 

A couch for weary morUils spread, 
Inhere they* may rest their a^iny^head, 
fj And find rejtose jn heavej ! 
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Tlj‘*re is a hQme for weeping souls, 

By sin and sorrow driven; ' 

When tost on life’s teiii])cstuous shoals 
Where storms arise, and ocean rolls, 

And all is drear-|*but heaven ! 

There faiths lifts up the tearfift eye. 

The heart with anguish riven ; 

‘And views the tempest passing by,* 

The evening shadows quickly fly. 

And all serer.* in heaven ! 

t 

There fragrant flowei-s immortal blotim, ^ 
And joys supreme are giveti ; 

There rays divine disjM*rse the gloom; 
iBeya'id the confines of the tomb 
Appears the dawti of heaven ! 

AN‘ON. 


HYMN. 


Perfect happiness not eaffklp. 

Providence, profusely kind» 
Whereso’er you turn your eyes, 
Bids you, witl\ a grateful mind,^ 
View a thousand blessings rise. 


Thankfubown wjiat you enjoy ; ^ 
But a changing worldf like this, 
|in[ie»frA thousand fears annoy, 


Cannot give you perfect blfts* 

i^ect bliss resides above, 

* Far above yon azure sky ; 


^liss ^hat merits all your loVe, 
' Merita e^’ry anxiqjas s^h. 
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(,Wlii‘n yo^r bosom brcatlies a sigh, 

Or your e\'e emits a tear, 

Let y(»ur wishes rise on high, 

Anient rise to bliss sincere. a. steeli 

• 

TRANSLATION. 

VdUtjrim Gaudenzi, 

Hrujhtfst of spirits I proudly thron’d on high, 
’iVlidst the gold liames that flash from star and sij^ 
Iti the wide desffl’ts of th’ etherial sky— 
iueompre.heijsible. Almighty One ! 

Oart the pure radiance of Thy presence down 
On tiiib benighted vale to mortal eye 
Display the splendours of thy majesty, 

Arul ojien all the glories of thy thror^e. 

Ages of old I'hee recognised^tho’ seen 
Dimly amidst thy^ works and man uprais’d 
Temples and altars to Thy shadtTw'd uf^^ne. 

A God, a Father all Thy works proclaim, 

Who is, and shalLbe, and hath ever been, 

Though veil’d in darkness, and in silence praisM ’ 

HOWRING. 

A PAKAPiAaSE on PSAI^M LXXIV. 16, n. 

"The day is thine : the night also is thint?, thou 
"hast prepared ine IigtR and tnesun. 

"Thou hast “Ct all the rorders of the earth j lhpu» 
"^ast made summer and winter ” ** 

Mv God ! all ntture owns thy swfty, 

*rhou giv'st the night, and thou the day 
When ^11 thy lov’d ci’eatioii w^kes, • 

When ilorning, rkh in lustre, breaks, 
bathes in dew tjjte o|j)’ning flower, 

1VV liiee Jifb |>we her fragrant hour ; 



AikI when she pours her choral 
Her melodies to Thee heloiiij ! 

Or when, in jmler lints array’d, 

The evening slowly spreads her shade , 

Th(it soothing shade, that gratelul gloom. 

(\an, more than day’s enliv’ning ilooin, 

Still ev’ry fond and vain desire, 

And calmer, iMirer thonghti! inspire • 

From earth the pensive spirit free, 

And lead the .soften’d heart to Thee. 

In evVy scene thy hands have dres.>‘(L 
In ev’ry form by Thee impress’d, 

Upon the mountain’s awful head, 

Qr where the shelt’rin^ woods are spiciui . 

In ev’ry note that swells the gale, 

Or tuneful stream that cheers the vale, 

The cavern’s depth, or echoing gi*ove, 

A voice is beard of praise, and love» 

As o’er thy wwks the s(‘asons roll, 

And sooth, with change of bliss, the soul,. 

Oh never may their smiling train 
Pas.s o'er the human soul in vain ! 

But oft, as on the charm we gaze, 

Attune the wond’ring soul to praise. 

And be that joy what most we prize 
The joys that from thy favour rise ! 

MISS WII l.lA.Us 

1 1 

HYMN. 

i^n the dust I'm doom’d to'*sleep, 

'*3ut shall not sleep for ever ; 

Feaiumay for a moment weep, 

Cliristlan courage — nevei'. 

Years in,^ rapid course^hall roll, 

By time's chariot dr*ven, 



And re-awakeu’fl soifl 
Wing its Hight to heaven. 

What tho’ o’er my mortal tomb 
Clouds and mists blending? 

Sweetest hopes shall (hast* the gloom, 
Hopes to liea\ea aseending. 

These shall be my stay, my trust, 

KvPr bi'iglit and vernal 
Inle shall blossom out ol' dust« 

Li['e and joy eternal. jiowii 


THE l'OLr^Y OF ATHEISM 

Hull, Atheist ! could a giddy dane 
Of atoms lawless hurl’d, 

Construct so wonderful, so wise, 

So harmoniz’d a world ? 

VV hy do not Arabe*s driving sands, 

'J'ho sport of ev*ry slonn, 

J^air freigiited fleets, the child of ehauee, 

Or gorgeous temples form ? 

Presumptuous wretrh, thyself survey, 
Thi4 Iphser fabric scaif ; ’ 

Tell me fignm whence 4h’ immortal dur.t. 
The god, the reptil^man? • 

^ Where wast tli^u when this pop’,^NS[<arth 
From chaos hurst its way? 

Wlien stars exulting sang th8 morn,» 

And hail’d the new-born flay ? 

^'hat, wheij the embryo’speck of life 
The miniature of man, 
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Nurs’d in the womb, its hleiidriv^orm 
To stretch and ^wpll beyan. 

Say, didst thou warp the fil)re woof ? 

Or inuuhl thr seiitHit brain? 

Thy fingers stiefrh the living iiey,ve ? 

Or fill the jiurjde vein ? 

Didst thou then bid the bounding he.ii't 
Its endless toil begin y 

Or clothe iu tlesh the hard’ning bone 
Or weave the silken skin? 

Who bids the babe, to catch the breeze, 
Expand its panting breust ; 

And with impatient hands, untaught, 
The milky rill arivst. 

Or who, with iinextiiiguisird love, 

7'he mother’s bosom warm*;, 

Along’ the rugged paths of life 
To bear it in her arms. 

A God ! a God ! the wide eaKh shouts 
A God ! the In'uv’ns reply ; 

He moulded in his palm the world, 
And hung it in the sky. f 

Let us make man^l — With beauty clad. 
And health in iv’ry vein ; < 

Andjreason thronM iipoii hig brow, 
Stepp’d forth majratic man. 

^8und he turns his wand ’ring eyes» 
All Nature’s works surveys ! 

Admires the edrth ; the ski^s, hiinself/‘ 
Aziu tries his tongue in praise. 



* Ye hill^and vales! ye meads and woods, 
Bright sun, and glitt’riiig stars, 

Fair creatures, tell me, if you can, 

Fi oin whence and what I am ? 

• 

AVhat j^reiU power, all g^eat and good, 

Do these anmiul im* own ; 

Tell me, creation, tell me how 
T’ adore the vast Lnknown ! 

DARWiy. 


IlYMX. 

Jesus Teaching the People^ • 

How sweetly flow’d the gospel’s sound 
From lips of geritljjuess anti grace, 

When listening thousands gather’d round, 

And joj^ and reverenct'* fill’d tht^pAce ! 

Irom heaven he came — of heaven lie spoke, 

To heu'lln he led his followers’ way ; 

Dark clouds of gloomy night he broke, 
Unveiling an immortal day. 

“ Com^ wanderers, to l^'ather’s home, 
Come, all ye weary ones and rest !” 

Yes 1 sacred Teaaher,-j-w'e wiJ! come— 

* Ob^ey thee,— dove thee and be blest 

Decay th^, tenements of dust 
•Pillars of earthly pride, deffay ! 

A nobler mansion waits the just, 
f And Jesus has prepared the Ti%y. 

• ‘ ^ BOWaiNG.* 
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THE CREATION FINISHED AND Sl««\ EiED: 

lliiiiiE tiiiished he, auil all that he had made 
View’d, and behold all is entirely good ; 

So ev’ii and mom aecoinplffeh’d the sixtli day; 

‘ Yet not till the Creator trom his worlf 
Desisting, though unwearied, nj) return’d, 

Up to the ileav’n ol‘ Ileav’ns liis high abode, 
Thence to behold this new-created orld, 

,,„^b’ addition of his empire, how it showM 
In prospect from his throne, l>ow good, how lair. 
Answering his great idea. Up In* rode, 

Follow’d by acclamation and the sound 
Symphonious of ten thousaiNi harjKS, that tun’d 
Angelic harmonies ; the earth, the air, 
iiesounded, (thou remember ’«t, for tliou hoard’s t) 
XAe heavens and all the constellations rang. 

The planets in their stations listening stood, 

While tile bright pomp ascended jubilant, 

Open, ye everlasliiig gates, they sang. 

Open, ye heav’ns, your everlasting doors; let in 
The great Creator from his woj-k rl^lin n’d 
Magnificent, his six days work, a world. 


GOD* IS LOVF. 

^ w 

yfis swjeet when cloudlesl* suns arise, 

As ujrough the vale we move ; 

Bu^ oh, mtre sweet to recognise, « 
'Kkc'^ugh dreary nights and starless sk^ 
The scniling (ace of Love ! 

I haiUbc breeze that, soft and cleai-, 
Wafts inf uence from d'^ove ; < 

^ut chief the storm delll^hted hedr, 
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While bn^thps o’er iaifh’s tlttentive ear, 

The whisp’riiig voice oJ‘ Love ! 

When health invigorates the frame, 

Let joy the hliss iuprove ; 

15iit lort’riiig pain and fevei’^’s tlamc, 

^^’iLh teaching pow’r alike proclaim 
Th^ tender hand of Love ’ 

'Phon canst not weep, frail child of clay, 

Sum'll blessings taught to prove ; 

Each cloud, that dims thy upward way, 
<*.Shall more endear the glorious day 
TIjat gilds the land of I^ove ! 

* A J>’ on- 


lines. 

‘ I have hoard of Thee by the hearing ot the ear, but now 
n ine eye fceeth thcg.” , • 

'PiTE spirit of Beauty smiles over the catth, 

Still fresh, as when Eden rejoic'd in her birth ; 

A seraph might ^ze on these scenes as his own, 
O’er wliicli yon large star like a seraph looks down, 
t/a ! now, when intensely on valley and hill, 

The breath ofJ,lieir Maker seems visible still,*- 
Each coil of my nature its ^oyg sleep unfolds, 

As if yearning to mingle witli what i( beholds. 

And tile calJh of the sky, au<f the blue of the sea, 
Are Ipce the bright features of lov’d oiie^^o me, 
Tho’ still sin ani^sorrow their viptim retain, 

1 feel not their presence,*<*l drag n^t their •haiii. 

around moi could^uch h^rs endure, 
Nor the nerce pan^ of death could o’<yrs^adow my 

It m'y dying eye gazed on a glory like this. « 
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HYMN 

When Joshs, by the Virgin brought, 
Si» runs the law ol' lleav’u, 

Was otfer’d holy to vhc Lord, 

And at the altar giv'n; 

jSimeon the just and the devout, 

Who, frequent in the I'ano, 

Had for the Saviour waited long, 

Lut waited still in vain. 

Come, lloav'n directed, at the hour 
When Mary held her Son ; 

Ho stretched torth his>uged arms; 

‘ While tears of gladness run : 

With holy joy upon his face 
The good old fati'ier smil'd, 

While fondly in his witheistiitarms 
’Stfc^'cjiisp’d t^ie promis’d Child. 

And then he lifted up to Heav'n 
An earnest asking eye; ^ 

My joy is full, my hour is come, 

Lord, let thy servant die. 

At last my arms embrace my Lhrd, 
Now let their H|;our cease f 

At last nly eyes «ay Saviour sec, 

^Now let them close iil peace ! 

The star and glory of the lan^ 

Hath now begun to shine ; 

^ Thfe* morning that shall gild the gleheft 
Breata on those eyes of njihie ! 
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WnilTEN AT 54: A. 

Vv'iiF.N the bark by a gentle breath is driven 
\ii<i the, bright siin daiiees in the heaven 
Cp and down, as the rocking boat 
Upon the ridgy waves doth ftoat— 

And the IV^sh sea sprinkles the sloping deck 
And nought is seen but some snowy specif 
On the 'distant verge — and the sky above, 
Asid the waters around — ’tis sweet to move 
Gladly iVotu one to another strand, 

Gnidi'J by some invisible hand. 

tlladly, aye’ tor him who leaves 

N(t friend behind, who dreams, and grieyi^v. 

And dreads that every breezy breath 

Ijs the. wing’d charioteer ot death. 

Ah ! that love is a tearful thipg; 

U hovers round on a vampire s wing 
Darkness is itf abode— it dwells 
In caverns and speetre-peopfed cellv* 

[’is wont to play with phantoms dread, 

And wreatha|the aconite round its head" 
The desert and the grove it seeks, 

Arid clouds are on its splendent cheeks; 

And it sits in storms,— and builds its throne 
In terror’* dark pavilion; 

And its briglii; and spirit-piercing eyes 
Ai'e shrouded in thick anicieties. * 

Onwards ! onwurds !—lo, we sweep 
Hie heaving bosom of the deep,— 

Fresjiens the*wind! — how gay to ride 
On the pinions of the Eternal tide, ^ 
Andjto live, as it were, in life’s exgess, 

’Mi Alt the wllA waters* frow^ness! 

It is as if life’s currents too, 

, Dl^veii 0y^an imj^se Strange Ahd new 
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iloll’il with !i swifter course, — JK^’■takinf^ 

Of the eager spirit rouiul iis waking. 

But suDii, too soon, the busy sea 
Is still’d to us — reality 
Waves (jver us ><er leancji tvand : 

W<‘ ti ead the dull and changeless ‘jand I 
Our bark conducts us to the shore, 

And the fresh breeze iiupels no iruJi’C, 
i'or us rejiose the joyous waves — 

And W’e all slumber in our giaves. 

'I'hou Steel er of the Storm! who guidest 
Our little vessel, — who dividest ' 

'J'he waves around us, — who hast spread 
1 leaven’s canopy ahove 'our head, 

And scatter’d thro’ it gales of love, 

To waft us to our port above. : 

'I'liou! whose oinnippteiil voice can still 
'I'he mighty ocean as the rill ; 

Tho\i ! subject vast of praise and wonder. 

Who in the breeze and in the tluinder 
Art heard alike— to 'Ihee, O friend ! 

O Father ! 1 iny lot commend. 

And he it Thine, All- wise I as now, 

A favouring passage to bestow 
Through life’s dark ocean — till tit' lomh 
Receives us in its ukgbty woirib, 

Where we<ohall sliynher till the day. 

Of days the gi'eatesi, sencii its ray 
Into tift gloom sepulchral — then 
Shall the rai^s’d spirit live again, 

Ainfenter on a com'se which never 
%Can't>e disturb’d by vain endeavour, 

check’d by 'Storms or hiljovt^s dreati^,— 
Nor hsbJts despond— not hopes be weary. 

aoWniKi;- 
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HYMN. 

Awakf, my soul! lift u\t thine eyes, 

Sih; where tiiy Ihes iy;iLiiist thee ri -w*, 

In long arra)', a num’nmsjiost; 

Awakej &iy soul, or thou art lost. 

Her-i yiant Danger threafning stands 
Must'ring liis pale ternlie bands ; 

Tliere lMeasiin*'s silken banners spread^ 

Ant) willing souls are captive led. 

See where Tcbellious passions rage, 

And fierce desires,antl lusts engage ; 

I'he meanest foe of all the train • 

Has thousand often thousand slain. 

rijou trend ’st upon yjchantc^l grouutl, 

Perils and snares beset thee round 
He ware of ^ill, guard ev’ry jiart, i 
Hut most the traitor in thy hearf. 

f’ome therl my .soul, now learn to wield 
The weight of thine immortal shield ; 
iPut on the armour from above 
Of heuv’nly truth and heav’nly love. 

'fhe teiToii^aiid the cii»nn repel, 

And now*rs of earth, ^iid pow’rs of hell. 

'riie man of Cajjrary triumph’d here ; 

Why should his faithful folio weri^ieai^? 

. MIUS. liAKBAUrn 


THE POPLAll t^EED. 

, ‘ * 

TuBjtoplars are fell’d, farewell to tlftithade, 
•And the tfl^isperin^ goufld of th^ool colonnudt 
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Tbo winds play no’longer and sing/m the leaver. 
Nor Ouse on his bosom their image receives. 

Twelve years have elaps’d, since I last tooL a view 
t)i‘iny favourite field, aiid't,he bank where they grew ^ 
And now in the grass behold they aiw laid, 

And the tree is my s(‘at, that once lent me a shade 

Tlie blackbird has fled to another retreat, 

Where the hazels afford him a screen from the heat 
w t’ the scene, where his melody charm'd irie before, 
Resounds with his sweet-flowing ditty no more. 

My fugitive years are all hasting away. 

And J mUjSt ere long lie as ‘lowly as they, 

With a turf on ray breast, and a stone at my head 
Ere'ariother such grove shall arise in its steat^, 

’Tis a sight to engage if any thing can, 

"J\) must* perishing pleasuri of imm ; 

Though his life be a dream, his enjoyments, 1 sec 
Have a being less durable even than he. 

cowri-'K 


HYMl?. 

1 HAVE seen the morning vaprfui 
Scattered by the eye of day*; 

I have seen the*’evening taper < 
Shinf, and glimmer, aiM decay ; 
And bethought me, as I sto^d, 
l^hese ai'6" man’s similitude. 

IVtan is like a vapour flying 
With the twilight o’er the, dell ; 
MamifiKlike a pale lamp dying 
In its 8olk.iry cell-*- 
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Ligly and shade — anci ill and gt^d— 

Such is man's vicissitude. 

Man in like a va|)Oui‘, blending 
With the dew morniiig’s breath; 

Mai^is like a pale lamp tending 
Tu its mehmcholy death : 

Neither spar’d by whirlwinds rude-f- 
^uch is man’s similitude. 

unwiiiNi: 


HVMN IN MEDITATION OF THE DAY OF 
JUDGMENT. 

Mercy, my Juc^e ! mercy I cry^ 

With blushing cheek and bleeding eye* 

The conscious colours of my sin, 

Are red without, a|id pale within. 

O, let thkie own soft bc^wels paj^ , 

Thyself, and so dischai‘ge that day ! 

If sin can sigh, Love can forgive, 

O, say tJe word, my soul shall live ! 

Those mercies which thy Mary found, 

Or who thy cross confess’d and crown’d, 
Hopeitells my heart, the same loves be 
Still alivtt, and still*fbr me. 

Thtugh both my prdyers an(f tears combine^ 
Both worthless are, for they arg mine; 

But tho|^ thy bounteous self still 
^nd show thou art by savflig me. ^ 

to ! when thy last frown shall pi^laini 
^’iie flockii of goats, totolds of flame, 

And all thy lost sheep found «hftll be, 

Let “Come,^ bltessed,*’ 4ieii call me. 
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Wheiit the drea(li“ Ite” shall divicl^e 
Those liiiihs ol' death IVuin thy left side, 

Let those life-speakini; lips cuiniiiaiid, 

That I inherit the right hand. 

O ' hear asupjdiant heart all cru^il, 

And crumbled into contrite dust : 

My ho})e, iny fear, my Judge, my friend, 
Take charge of me, and of my end. 

taASllA'> 


STANZAS. 

How happy is he born, br taught, 

That servcth not another’s • 
Y/hose armour t^s his honest thought. 
And simple truth i^is utmost skill. 

AVhose passions i^ot his masters* are ; 

Whose 60ul is still prex»ar’d for death ; 
Untied unto the world, with care 
Oi 2}ithlic fame, ov private hredkh ; 


Who eiivit^s none that chance doth raise, 
Nor Vice : who never understood 
How deepest wounds are given — b^- praise j 
Nor rules of sto^c}*-ft-but rules«of yood ; 

Who hath his life fi^m rumours freeh ; 

WJiO|e^onscience is his strong retreat 
Whose state can neither flattereifN feed 
No(. ruin ihake oppressors great i 
"VJ^ho €od doth, late and early, pray, 

' More of his gratae than gifts to lend ; 

And eut^ti^ins the harmless day, 

With a reli^ous book orLriend. 
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This man is freed from s#rvile baniA 
Of ho^K* to rise, or fear to fall ; 

Lord of himself, though not of lands ; 

And having nothing, yet hath ail. 

MR IIENIIV VVOTT(.#< 


O M'ARE me, Lord, nor o’er my head 
The fulness of thy vengeance shed. 

With pitying eye my weakness view, 
Ileal my vex’d soul, my strength renew ; 
And O, if yet mf sins demand 
1’he wise coll ections of thy hand, 

Yet give my pains their be^uids to know! 
And fix a pei’iod tojny woe. 

Upturn, great God, return, and save 
Thy servant from the greedy grav^e. • 
Shall Death’s long-silent tongue! O say, 
U’he records of thy power display. 

Or Pale Corruption’s sta idled ear, 

^ Thy praise within its prison hear ! 

I3y larigour, grief, and care opprest. 

With gi’oaiis perpetual heaves my breast. 
And tears^ in large profusion shed, 
^Incessant lave my sleydes^s be 4. 

*My fife, though yet in mid career. 
Beholds the winter of its year, 

(JVhile chmds of grief arouryl me roll, 
And hostile storms invade my soul.^ 
Jlelentless from my^cheek the tradf 
youth ayd blooming health ^se, 
'And spread before my wastlng^jght, 
^'Thefehades oftill-obscuring#iight. 
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H^nce, y<? profane : My Saviour hears ; 
While yet T speak, he vviijes my^tears, 
Accepts my pray’r, and bids each foe 
With shame their vain attempts forego, 

And, struck with horror from on hifjh, 

Tn wild disorder backward fly. 9 

’mfrkick: 


AN ASPIRATION. 

Ii ’twere but to retire from woe, 

To uiidistiirb’d, eternal rest — 

How passing sweet totslcep below, 

»’ Oir nature’s fair and flow’ry breast ! 

13ut when /afth’s finger points on high, ' 
From death’s de^Jiying, dismal cell ; 

0,^’tis a privilege to die — i 

To dceam of bliss ineffable ! 

In balmy sleep our eyes to cl^jie. 

When life’s last sunshine gilds our even; 
And then to wake fi'om long repose, 

When dawns the glorious day of heaven ' 

BOWKINC; 


VANITY OF HUMAN WISHES. 

Where then sh^ll hope and fear tkeir objects find. 
Must dic'd suspense corrupt the stagnant mind ? 
Mi^it he^JdeBS man, in ignorance sedate, 

Iloll darldin^ down*the torrent qf his fate f 
*^Mu8t no djipli^e alarm, no wishes rise, 

No cries invoke ihe mercies of the Rlcies*-.^ 
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Inquirer, cease, petiticins yet retnain, 

Whi^h Heavi^i may hear, nor deem religion vain 
%11 raise, lor good, the supplicating voice, 

13ut leave to Heaven the measure and the choice . 

iii his power, whose'eyes discern afar 
The secret anibush of a specious prayer. 

Implore his aid, in his decisions rest 
Secure, vidiate’er he gives, he gives the best :* 

Yet, when the sense of sacred presence tires, 

And strong devotion to the skies aspires, 

Pour for?h thy fervoui-s for a healtliful mind, 
Obidient passions, and a will resign’d ; 

For love, which s(!arce collective man can fill. 

For patience sov’reign u’er transmuted ill; 

Fur faith that, panting for a happier seit, * 
Counts death kind nature’s signal for retreat ; 
These goods for man the l^ws of Heaven ordain,* 
These goods he grants, who grants the power t<f 
gain; ' * ■ • 

With these celestial Wisdom calms th^ mind, 

And makes the happiness she does not find. 

^ JOHNSON. 

THE Vlllth PSALM TRANSLATED 
O KiN^eterrial and divine ! 

The vforld is thfiit; alone : 

Abov^ the stars thy gItrieD shiAe, 

Above the heavens thy throne. 

•• 

How far qj^tends thy mighty name ! 

* Where’er the sun can roll, 

That sun thy wonders shall proclaiwj 
, I Thy deeds from polskto polet 

y • 

Jhe infant’s tongue shall speak %hf power, 
Ayd vindicate thy laws^ 
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The\ongiie tlirft never spoke bp^*re, 
Shall labour in thy cause. 

For when 1 li/’t my thoughts and eyes, 
And vie^Y the h'^avens around, 

Yon stretching waste of azure stfuvs, 
AVith stars and planets crown’d. 

' ( 
AVho in their dance attend the Moon, 
The empress of the night, 

\nd pour around her silver throne 
Their tributary light : 

Lord ! what is mortal^nan, that he 
f Thy kind regard should share ? 
,\Vhat is his sou, who claims from thee, 
And chaflenges thy care ? 

t 

Next to the blest Angelic kin^, 

^ Toy hands created man, 

And this inferior world assign’d 
To dignify his span. 

Him all revere, and all obey 
His delegated reign j 
The flocks that through the valley stray, 
The herds th^tigraze thejplain. 

The furious ti^er Speeds his flight, ' 

. trembles at his^powor; 

In I’ear of his superior might, ,, 

(The lidns cease to roar. 

«, 

•^Whatevir horrid monsters tread 
The paths beneath the sfea, 

Their fiifg, at awful disti^nce, drea^ 
And stSllenly obey . , 
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() Lord !.^vv far extends tAy name ! 

Where’er the sun can roll, 

'rimt sun thy w onders shall )>roclaim ; 

Thy deeds from pole to pole. 

« rjTT. 


HYMN 

'1 HE glorious armies of the sky 
To thee, Almighty King, 
(I’riuniphant anthems ccmsecrate, 

And hallelujahs sing. 

-Tint still their most 'exalted flights 
Fall vastly short of thee ; 

How distant then from hiim^nj)raise 
ISIust thy perfectkms he ! 

Yet how, m^ God, shall I retrain, 
Wiien to my ravish’d sense * 
Kach creature every where around 
Displa^ thy excellence ' 

ijlie active lights that shine above, 

In their eternal dance, 

Reveal t^fcir skilful Maker’s praise 
W^ith sHeiit elcgafldh. 

'J*he blflshes of tl^ mor^ coSfess 
* That thou art still more fair,*, 
W'l|pii in tlwj East its beams revive, 
To gild the fields of air. * 

Thi^ fragrant, the refresbiqg breew 
^ Of ev’ry*flow’ry bloom 
Ig» balmy whispjrs own, from 
1 n«ir pleasiiig odours cotie. 
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Tlte Binging Birds, \he warblii^^ winds. 

And waters murin’riiig fall, 

To praise the first Almighty Cause 

With ditCrent voices call. 

« 

Thy num’roUs works exalt tiiK thus, 

And shall I silent be ? 

'No ; rather let me cejvse to breatlis, 

Than cease from praising Thee ! 

MRS. ROUf. 


HYMN. 

Behold, where, breathing love divine, 

Our dying Master stands ! 

His weepiiuj followers, gath’ring round,' 
Receive his last« commands. 

Ffom that mjld Teacher’s [Bu'ting Ups 
whttt tender accents fell ! 

The gentle precept which he gave 
Became its author well. * 

** Blest is the man whose soft’ning heaij/t^ * 
Feels all another’s pain : 

‘‘ To whom the supplicating ejfj 
“ Was never Aife’d in vain. 

“Whose bre^^t etpands^with gen’foua t^arni^li 
• “^stranger’s woes to feel ; 

“ And bleeds in pity o’er the^ wound 
He v/ants the power to heal. 

“ ifc spreads his kind supporting arm^ 

“ To ev’ry child of griefs 

“ Hilt secret bounty largely flows^ 

“ And things unaskju relief. , 
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To jjonVl'e offices of*I/)ve 
^ “ His ff'et are never slow*; 

“He vie VI'S, through mercy’s melting eye, 

“ A brother in a foe. 

“ Peace from the hosoln of lijs God, 

“ My p^^ce to him I give ! 

“ And when he kneels before the throne, 

“ If is trembling soul shall live. 

“ To him protection shall be shown, 

“ And mercy from above, 

‘‘Descend on those who thus fulfil 
“ The peiTect law of love.’’ 

MRS. BARBAULP. 


IMMORTALITY.' 

Immortal ! ages past, yet nothing gone ! 

Morn without ev5 ! a race without a goa\! 
Unshorten’d by progression infinite ! • 

Futurity for ever future! life 
Beginning still, tfhere computation ends ! 

’Tis tl?e description of a Deity ! 

TisTm; description of the meanest slave. 

Immortal ! what can strike the sense so strong, 
s this the so% ? it thund^j’^ to the thought ; 
Reason amazes, gratitude o’erwbelms^ 

Njj m(A*e w# slumber on the ftriiilc of fate ; 

Rouskl at the sound, tli’ exulting soul (v^nds, 
And breathes he4i native air ; an ajr that feeds 
i^bition high, and fans ethereal fii^s ; 
Q*uick-lAndles all that is divine within us^ 

Nor leav«) one loitering thought beneath the star^ 
Trondiortal I was ^ut one immortal, ^o^ 

Would «the$s envy I )|ow would i|^‘ODes adore ! 
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fUecaui^ ’tis common, if^the Messing lost V . 

How this ties iipHhe bounteous luffM of Heaven ^ 
() vain, vain, vain ! aW else ; eternity ' 

A glorious, and a needful refuge that, 

From vile imprison men t in abject views. 

*’Tis immortdlitj*, ’tis that alone, ^ 

Amidst life’s |>ains, abasements, emptiness. 

Thg soul can eomfort, elevate, and hll. 

Fteriiity depending covers all j 
Sets earth at distance, casts her into shades; 
Blends her distinction ; abrogates her pow’rs ; 
Tile low, the lofty, joyous, and severe, 

Fortune’s dread frowns, and fascinating sinifes. 
Make one promiscuous, and neglected heap, 

Thf man beneath ; if I may call him man, 
Whom immortality’s full force inspires. 

Nothing terrestn.al touches his high thought 
*Suns shine unseen, an^f" thunders roll unheard. 

By minds quite conscious of the^r high descent, 
Their*pnseiit proVince, and their future prize, 
Divinely (farting upward every wish, 

Warm on the wing, in glorious ^bsence lost. 

Doubt you this truth ? why labours your belief 
If earth’s whole orb by some due-distanc’dj^y» 
Was seen at once, her tow’ring Alps wouhl sink 
And levell'd Atlas leave an even sphere. 

Thus earth, and all UHit earthly«minds admij-e. 

Is swallow’i in ^ ter^ity’s vast rouin^ , 

To that stupendous view v»hen souls awake, 

So la^gefif late, so mountainous to man, ' 
Time’s toys siibside ; and equal lUl belova 


YOUlHii. 
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HYMN. 

I For Easter Sunday. 

the Lord of life j^nd light 
Awttkes the kindling ray; 

Unseals the eyelids (if the rjiiorii, 

And [.'burs iiicreiising day. 

O what a night was that w'hich wrapt 
heathen world in gloom ' 

0 what a sun which broke this day, 
Tviumpbant from the tomb ! 

This day bo grateful homage pahl. 

And lotid liosannas sung ; 

Let gladness dwelhiii ev’ry heart, 

And praise on ev’ry tongue. 

Ten thousand difF’i Aig lips^lth^ll join 
To hail this welcAae morn ; 

Which scattjers blessings from its wings 
To nations yet unborn.* 

Jesus, the friend of human kind, 

With string c,ompassion mov’d, 

Descended, like a pitying God, 

To save the souls be lov’d. 

The povt^s of darkness leagu’d in ^ ain 
To binddiis soul iif^eath ; 
slmok their kingdom, ^herr^be fell, 

Witli bis expiring breath. 

• 

Not long t]pe toils of hell coulu Keep 
I’he hope of Judah’s line ; * 

Cbrruption never could take hold 
4)n ought so much divine. 

now his conqu’ring chario# 'Jheeh 
As(!lend the Idftv skies; 



THE B\CmD LYRE., 

Wtfile broke, lieneath his pow’r|[^ul cross, 
Death’s iron sceptre lies. ^ 

Exalted high at God’s right hand, 

And Lord of all below, 

Through him is pai^d’ning love dispens’d, • 
And boundless blessings flo\^. 

And still for erring, guilty man 
A brother’s pity flows ; 

And still his bleeding heart is touch’d 
With mem’ry of our woes. 

To thee, my Saviour and my King, 

Glad homage let me give ; 

And stand prepar’d, Vke thee to die, 

Wfth thee that I may live. 

BARB \U LI). 


HYMN 

Habitual Devotion, 

While thee I seek, protecting Power ! 

Be my vain wishes still’d ; 

And may this consecrated hour 
With better hopes be fill’d. 

Thy love the pow’i*8 of thoughrbestow'd ; 

To thee my thhftghts wouW soar ; 

Thy mei^-y ofcr wy life has flow’(|^;' 

.That mercy I adore !*' 

In e£b event of life, how cle|^ 

T^hy ruling hand I see ! 

Each blessing to my soul more dear, 
Because conferr’d by thee. 

In ev’^’yjoy that crowns my days, 

In ev’ry^ain I bear, f 
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My lieai\ ^shal] find deliglit in praise, 

Or spck^ielief in prky’r. * 

When fjladness wings my favour’d hour, 

Thy love my thoughts ahall fill; 
lirsign’d, when storu^s of sorrow low’r, 

My sou]^ shall meet thy will. 

My lilted eye, without a tear, 

'J'W' low ’ring storm shall see ; 

My steadfast heart shall know no I'ear ; 

'ill at heai t wdll rest on thee ! 

HELEN MARIA MIlLIArffs 


WRITTEN at; MIDNIGHT, 

I\ A TiniiSDER STORM. 

Lft reward Guilt, wtlh pallM fear, 
To shelt’ring ravens lly. 

And justly dijead the vengeful fate 
That thunders through ttte sky.^ 

Protected by that hand, whose law 
The threa filing storms obey, 
Intrepid Virtue smiles secure, 
ill the blaze of day. 

In the thii^j^ cloud's ti*emendous gloom, 
The lightijwg’s lurid^iare, 

It views the same all-gri^iou# Po^er 
lhat oreathes tl^B vernal air. 

Through nacre’s ever-varying sceih 
By different ways pursued, * 

Th^ one eternal end of Heaven 

Is^tiiversal good ; 

• 

With like beneficent effect 
(i’er flaming eiSier glows 
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As when it tunes tVe linnet’s v/ice, 

^)^ hliishei! in the rose. ^ 

♦ s 

reason taught to seorn tljose fears 
That vulval' minds niolest. 

Let no fantastic fty*rors break 
My dear 'Narcissa’s rest. ^ 

Thy life may all the terid’rcst <iare 
Of Providence defend ; 

And delegated angels round 
Their guardian wings extend! 

When thro’ creation’s vast expanse 
'J’he last di'ead thunders toll, 

Untune the concord^of the sphereSj 
And shake the rising soul ; 

Uiiinov’d, laay’st /:hou the final storm » 

Of jarring woi/tls survey, 

That ushers in the glad serene 

• Of evcrlaSitiiig day ' 

c ARTKK. 


ON THE MORNING OJ' CHRISTS NATIVITY 

This is the month, and this the happy morn, 
Wherein the Son of Heaven’s Eternal King, 

Of wedded maid anti*virgiii raoiher born, 

Our great Aidenopti^ from above dij^ brin^? ; 

For the holy sages oncedid sing, 

Tiiat*iie,our deadly forfeit should release* 

And witli Father work us a*perpetunl peace. 

plat glorious form, that light unsuflFerablfe, 

And that*far-beaming blaze of majesty,#. - 
Where rath he wont at heaved ’a high coundl-table 
To^sit the mijjat of TriualfUnify, 



*I'ors(M)k tliv, courts of evciiasling day, 

Aiid chose witli iis a (larksome kousc of mortal clay* 

Sri};, lieaveiily Muse, shalUriot thy sacred vein 
A tford a ])rese’|t to tlie Infant-God? 

Hast thou no vcise, no hymn, or solemn strain, 

To welcoiiy', him to (his his ahode, 

N(»w while the heaven, by the sun’s team untrod, 
Hath ta’en no print of the approaching liijht 
And all tlit s]»jmglcd host kept watch in squadi^ns 
^ bright ? 

See, how from far, upon the eastern roatl, 

The star-led wizards haste with odours s^cel 
() run, prevent them with thy humhle ode, 

\iid lay it lowly at his bhlsed fe(4; 

Have thou the honour firstVhy Lord'to greel, 

And join thy voice unto the angel-quire, 

From out his secre? altar touch’d ti lth halhtwll fire. 

Mil. TON. 


THE PETIT-MAT rUE CLERGYMAN 

1 v^iT-^TE the man whose heart is warm, 

Whose liarids arc pure, whose doctrine and whose 
life * ,, 

('oincidenl, exhibit lucid proof ^ » 

That h(^ is hctiest in the sacreA cause. 

T(»^ucji I render more fiieii mere lespecfii^ • 
Whose actions sa^^that they respect theitS|elves, 
But, loose*in morals, and in manners vain 
In^onveTsation frivolous, in dress 
Extreme, ft once rapacious and profuse ; 

Frequent in park, With lady at his side^ 

Ambling «nd^rattUng |candal as h^oes ; 

Bift rare at home, and ii«ver at his books, 
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Or with his pen', save' when he scjrawls a card ; 
Constant at routs, tainiJiar with a round 
Of ladyships, a stivanger to the poor ; 

Anibitioins of piefennent, for its gold, 

And well prepar’d by ignorance and sloth, 

By infidelity and love o’ ih’ worfd 
To inak<' God’s work a sine(,iire : a slave 
To his own pleasures, and his patron's piide — 
From such apostles, O ye mitred heads, 

{^reserve tlie church ! and lay not careless hands 
Oil sculls that cannot teach, and will not learn. 

0 >u ri! wi 


UPON THE CIllCUMCLSION. 

Ye flaming, pdwers, Ad winged warriors bright, 
That erst with miisiC, and triumphant song, 

Fir^t heard hy happy ivatchfi^ shepherd’s ear, 

So sweetly sung your joy the clouds along 
Through the soft silence of the listening night; 
Now mourn ; and, if sad shar|‘ with us to beai 
Your fiery essence can distil no tear, 

Burn in your sighs, and borrow 
Seas w'cpt from our deep sorrow ; 

He, who with all heaven's heraVlry whilere 
Enter’d the wdl-fil, now blteds to give us ease 
Alas, hot^ 90061 otjir sin 
Scfe doth begin 

Hi^j jTAancy to seize ! 

O yiofe exceeding love, or lavf’more just ! 

Just law indeed, but more exceeding lo^e ! 

For w^ by rigjitful doom remediless, 

Were lost in death, till he, that d welf above, 
High-^hioned in secret bliss, for us frail flust 
emptied glory, even^co nakedilesB; 
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And that great w^vcnant we still transgress* 

Entirely satisfijii ; 

Aiid the full wrath beside 
Of vengeful justice bore for oui'* excess ; 

And seals obedience firsts with wounded smart,, 
lHiis day; but, P ! ere long. 

Huge pangs and strong 

Will pierce more near his heart. 

MILTON. 


* THE TRAYEU OF JACOB. 

f) Gon of Abralcm! by whose hand 
I'hy people still aje fed ; 

Who through this weary pilgrimage^ 
Hast all our father| led ! 

Our vows, our prayei|, w'c notv present 
Before thy throne of grace ; 

(rod of our fathers, be the God 
Of their succeeding race. 

Through each perplexing path of life 
Our wand ’ring footsteps guide, 
us by day our daily bread, 

And raiment fit provide. 

O spread ^iy»cov’riiig frtngs around, 
^Till all our wand’ring| ce^e, 

And at*our father^ lov’d abode 
Our feet aiTive in peace. 

Now with the humble voice of^raj^r 
Thy mercy we implore ; ^ 

The* with the grateful voite of prftise 
Thy goodness we’ll adore. 


LO^N. 
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Wlj/lElL 

See, how riule Winter’s icy han£ 

Has stripp’d the trees, and seal’d the f^round ' 
But Spririjr shall soon his rage withstand, 

And spread new beaiAies all around. 

My soul a sharper winter inoiirus 
Barren and fruitless I remain ; 

When will the fjentle spriuj* return, 

And hid my graces grow again ? 

Ji^ius, iny glorious sun, arise ! 

’Tis thine the frozen heait to move ; 

Oh ' hush these storms, and clear iny skies. 
And let me feel my vitfl love ! 

« « 

pear Lord, regard ray feeble cry, 

I faint and dr§op tillfhou appear; ' 

Wilt thou permit thy plant to die? 

Must it be winter all the yearr? 

• • 

Be still, *iny soul, and wait his hour, 

With humble prayer, and patient faith ; 

Till he reveals his gracious poC-er, 

Repose on what his promise saith, 

He, by whose all-commanding words* 

Seasons their changing course m^ntain, 

In every change a ^Ibdge affords, 

That nont^ shall sefk his face in vai|i. 

NEWT# 

SPRING. 

Pl^xsing Spring again is here ; 

Treea*and fiekls in bloom appear, 


Gen. viii. 2|. 
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Hiii'k ! tlic bij’ds, wtth arilohs Lays. 

Warble ’Pheii- Creator’s jiraise ! 

Where, in winter, all wjpis snow, 

Now the llowers in clusters grow, 

And the corn, in gi^^eii ari:ay, 

Promise a harvest-day. 

What a change has taken place ! 

EiTi!»lern of the spiing of grace; 

How the soul, in winter, mourns 
Tilt the Lord, the Sun, returns; 

Till the Spirit’s gentle rain 
Bids the heart revive again ; 

Then the stone is turned to flesh, 

And each grace springs forth alreJii. 
liOrd, afl’oi’d a spriig to me ! 

Let me had like w5at I s^ :• 

Ah ' my winter has been long. 

Chill’d my hopes, and stepp’d my sopg ' 
Winter threaten'd to destroy 
Faith and love, and every joy; 

If thy lihjwas in the root, 

Still I could not yield the fruit. 

»i^peak, and by thy gracious voice 
Make my droojiing soul rejoice ; 

0 beloA^d Saviour, \)f^ste, 

Tell me afl the storms are pas^ ! 

• On ttfiy garden deign "to smjle, 
liaise the plan A, enrich the 
Soon thj^presence will restore Aw 
Afe to what seem’d dead bffore.^ 

^Lord} ^ long to be $t home, * 

Where these changes nef er com? ; 

Where the saint^ m winter 
Where *tis spiing^throughent the yeaf: 
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Hovv unlike tkis stjfte below ! 

There the flowers imwith’ring blow ; 

There no chilliiv? blasts annoy; 

All is love, and bloom, and joy. 

NravTfiVi 


SUMMER STORMS. 

^HoiiGii the morn may be serene 
And not a Ihreat’ning cloud be seen, 
Who can undertake to say 
’ Twill be pleasant all die day ? 
^remjtests suddenly may rise, 
Darkness ov<^sprea(l,th(j skies, 
Lightnings flash, ami thunders roar, 

Ere a ahort-liv’d day be o’er, 

*• 

« • 

Often tSnis the child of grace 
Enters on his Christian race ; 

Guilt and fear are overborne,*' 

’Tis with him a summer’s mom : 
While his new-felt joys abound, 

All things seem to smile around ; 
And he hopes it w^l be fair, ** 

All the d^y, and all the year, 

• •» 

Should, we warn him o^a change 
He think the e&ution.^ange 

He^no^haffge or trouble 
Till t|j|e gath’ring storm 
' Till daak cloudo his sun conc^' 

. Till temptation’s power he feel ; 
^%en Ale trembles and lo^s pale, 

,41 his hope! and courage fail, • 
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i5ut the won(U'r-m.l'lcing Lord 
Sootha tl’ip tempest by his‘Nvor<l ; 
Stills the thiimier, stops the rain, 
And his sun breaks forth again. 
Soon the cloud again^ return s, 

Now he ,iyys, and now he mourns , 
Oft his sky is overcast, 

Ei’e ^he day of life be past. 

Tried believers to() can say, 

In the course of one short day, 
Though the morning has been fair, 
I PiovM a g(.dden hour of prayer, 

Sin and Satan, long ere night, 

Have their comfort pnt to flight * 
Ah ' what heart-felt peace and joy 
Unex [tected storms i^stroy !, 

Dearest Saviour, callVs soon 
To thy highf eternal noon;^ 

Never there shall tempest rise, 

T(> c'.onceal Thee from our eyes ; 
Satiin shall go more ileceive, 

We. no more Thy spirit grieve; 
lil^it, Through cloudless endless days, 
Sound, to golden harps, thy praise. 


SOIJD JO?S. 

I quit the world’s fantastic joys, 
Hef honoufa are but idle toysj^ 
•Her bliss an empty shade ; 
Liku meteors in the midnight sky 
That glitter far a while, and die, 
Her glories flash, and fade, t 

•p 2 
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Let fools for riches, strive and toil, 

Let greedy minds divide the sjoil, 

’Xis all too moan for me ; 

Above the eart?i, above the skies, 

My bold aspiring v^isbes rise, 

My God, to heaven, and th*"e ' 

0 source of glory, life, and love ! 

When to thy courts 1 moniit above, 

On contemplation’s wings, 

1 look with pity and disdain 

^ On all the pleasures of the vain, 

On all the pomp of kings. 

Tliy beautie.s, lising^iri my sight, 
Divinely sweet, divinely bright, 

With ra])tures M my breast ; 
Though cobb’d of rll my worldly store, 
With thee 1 never can be pool, 

But must be ever blest. 


INCARNATIOI)^ 

M 0 RTAI.S, awake, with angels joiti; 

And chant the solemn lay ; t 
Love, joy, and gratitude combine 
To hail the, auspicious dily. 

In heaver the rapt’rous song began. 

And sweet sera[i|bie fire 
'(Tba ugh all the shining legions ran 
^ And swept the soundiiVg lyre. ' 

The theme, the song, the joy was new, 
*l’o each angelic tongue, u 
Swift through the realftis of light it f ew, 
loud the echo rung. , 



13ovi’n through the portals of the 
Thc**pcaliiig anthem ran, 

A lid angels flew, with, eager joy 

To bear the news to man. 

• 

llark^^tthe cherubic armies shout, 

And glory leads the song : 

J’^jace and salvation swell the note 
Of all the heavenly throng. 

^Aiith joy the chorus we’ll repeat, 

“ Glory to God on high ; 

‘ Good.iwill and ]>eace are now complete, 

‘‘ Jesus was born to die.” 

« 

Hail ! Prince of Life, for ever hail, 
Redeemer, Br<jthcr, ^iend ! 

I'ho’ earth, and tune and life should fail,* 
Thy praise shall never end. 


' inr LOHU GRANT UNTO HIM, THAT HE MAY 1TM» 
]MEKCY IlF THE LORU IN THAT DAY.” 


Soon will that solemn hour appear, 

* When I shall hear the sound 
Of the l|st trump ; then where, Oh ' where 
Shalt th»u, my soAUbe found ? 


Thai day'' that vast* imfiff tan t Day ' 
Will fix thy Aial doom j \. , 

And call to life this moiilder’d^gi^, 
^rom tne dark silent tomlA \ 


This body rais’d shall there poss^f, 
*A form a§ yet unknown : 

TJhere ev’ry tongue must then ^Jifess 
Tifat Christ Is Lord alonfi 
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No^ righteousiif ss hands have wrought, 

Shall ever form iny plea : 
iMy soul reooils such a thought ; 

( A firmer hope for me !) 

f 

'J'hy mercy, in that trying scenf, 

^ Is all my hojje and stay ; 

No blood hut thine can wash me clef.n. 

Or purge my guilt away. 

J‘Jy roost devoted acts, when try’d,* 

’ Will never stand the test ; 

Where can a guilty sinner hide, 

But in his Saviour’s breast. 

t 

.lesus, my “rock,” which I build, 

‘ My solernmhope (k heaven ; 

Shull be roy righteoysness and shield, 

And whisper “i’m forgiveft.** 

* I’ * 

O for that wisdom to prepare, 

To meet a peaceful end ! 

And, when I stand befoj’e tbf-t bar, 

May Jesus he my friend ! 

SYD:p V 


reskJiJation. 

t , 

These hea^, alas! clei^e to the riast 
and endless ties: 

WhilsUw’rjr sorrow cuts a string, 
Atm urges us to rise. 


•When' Heaven jvould kindly set us fr|e 
And earth’s enchantment «end^ 
’%'takel the most effectual way, 
lAnd robs Is of a frieni. 
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llcsii^n — and all loarj of life 

Th<i#moinent you remove; 

Its heavy load, ten thousand care^, 
Devidve on One above — 

Who bWs us lay our burden down 
On His almighty hand ; 

ISoftens our duty to lelief, 

To blessing a command. 

YOUNG. 


THE CIRCUMCISION. 

Ilisi', thou best and brightest morning, 

Rosy with a dftuble red, 

With thine own b] 4 sh thy cheeks adoriyng, 
And the dear drops tint dtjy were shed. 

All the purple prid*^ that laces 
The crifnsoii curtains ot‘ thy be^l, • 

Gilds thee not with so sweet gibces, 

Nor sets thee in so rich a red. 

Of all tbe*fair-cheek’d flowers that fill thee. 
None so fair thy bosom shows, 

'*As this modest maiden lily, 

Our |in8 have sham’d into a rose. 

Bid thy golden god tie sun, , 

* Bimish’d in his hist rise, 

Put all his red?ey’d rubies 3^ • • 

Those j’ubles shall nut out their eyes. 


^CRASHAWl 
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iC HOKUi^OF THE SflEPHEKDS OF 15 j'.TnLEIIEM 

Welcome all wowdors in onr sight ! 

Cteniity sliut in a span, 

Sun)Tuer in winter, day in night. 

Heaven in earth, and God in *ian; 

Gii’at little one' Avhose all-embracing bii’th 
Lifts earth to lieav’ii, stoops heav’n cailh. 

Welcome! though not to gold nor silk, 

•^To more than Gesar’s birthright is ; 

Tivo sister seas of virgin milk, 

With many a rarely-temper’d kiss 
That bi'eathes at once hjth maid and inothei’, 
M'arm^ in the one, coyls in the other. 

She sings thy tears a^eep, and dips 
Her kisses in thy weeping eye ; 

She.spjeads the.red leaves of ftiy lips, 

That ill their buds yet blushing lie ; 

She ’gainst those mother diamonds tries 
The points of her young eaglefti eyes. 


Welcome ' though not to those gay flics^ 
Gilded i’ th’ beams of earthly kings 
Slippery souls in smiling eyes, « 

Hut to poor she^'lfcrds, honA}spuii things, 
Whose W(?aiy?’i. their llock^; whose ^wit t(t he 
Wqll read br their simplicity. 

Yet wl^n y/uing April’s husbrfhd-shoU ers 
S?lafl bless the fruitful Maia’s bed, t 
gWe’U jing the first-born of her flowers 
To kiss thy leet, and croMont thy head. 
the|, ((read Lamb ! whose love mu^t keeji 
’I|e shepheris more than* they theit sheep. 
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r?'ii 

To fKrt*, moi'k MJyesty* soft Kiuj^ 

Of simple graces and rsweot loves* 

Tacli of us his lamb will bring, 

Kach bis pair of silW'i- <loves, 

Till burnt at last in lire of thy fair eyes,, 
OurseV^s become our own best sacrifice. 

( UASIIAW, 


THE MINISTRY OF ANGELS. 

AnT) i f there cai'e in heav’n ? and is ther^Jove 
111 heav’nly spirits to these creatures base, 

That may I'Oinpa.saioii of their evils move? 

There is ; else much^more wretched were the case 
Of men flmn beasts. But oh I the esiceed’jng grace 
Of highest God ! thatOoves his creatures 
And all his works with men^ lioth embrace, 

That blessexl angels huV^eiidb to and fro, 

To serve to wicked man, — to serve his wicked foe. 

* * •* 

How^ oft do they their silver bowels leave, 

To come to snci'our ns, that succour want? 

How <(ft do flliey wMtli gidden pinions cleave 
The Hitting skies, like Hying pursuivant 
AjAiinst fowle fiends to aid us militant. 

They for us fight, tliey watch and duly ward, 

And their squackyns round about us jilanr; 

And all for love, and nothing foj reward: 

Oft ! wfiy should Jicav’rily to man have fuch 
regard ! 

SPENSER. 


LOVEST THOU MEi* 

tlARK, my soul ! it is the Lo^ ; 
''Jiis thy Savour, hear word ; 
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Jesusi ipeaks, and spepks t<> thee ; 

“ SaVs poor sinner, lov’st thou m^ ? 

I deliver’d thee when bound. 

And, when bleedinj,^ heal’d tliy wound. 
Sought thee waud’rin^, set thee right. 
Turn’d thy darkness into light, ^ 

Ca;‘i a woman’s tender care 
Cease towards the cliild she bare ; 

Yes, she may forgetful be, 

Yet will I remember thee. 

IMine is an unchanging love, 

Higher than the heights above ; ' 

Deeper than the dcpths^beiieath, 

Fi«e at'id faithful, strong as death. 

I'hou shalt sce.my glory soon, 

When the Vork of grrjie is done; 

Partner of my throne shalt be. 

Say, po^ r^si finer, lov’st thou me?” 

Lord, it is my chief complaint, 

That ray love, is weak and fainn' ; 

Yet I love thee and adore, 

O for grace to love thee more ! 

('ov\ ruu 


^'EW VERSION Ol^THE irmr TSALM. 


F/THEii of light, aT d and glory, say,’ 
Who is the ma-i 'Vhose spirit snail attain 
Thy blest aliode, of bright ethereal dr,y, 
Where Gt'pd/md e«rerlasting pleasures reign! 


' Tis Ijte who^kes religion for his guide, 
4^d '‘ hand in hand with innoceney^raoves ; 
^"N^with jter train of virtues, on his side, 
^e^ie charms of purity hetloves. « 
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’Tis he vvJio lures with deeyitfiil giiiUf 
JSJor in aiiothh-’s breast would sorrow raise ; 

Cut seeks witli lender care Avlien foes^revilc, 

To pour ihe welcome balm of Iriendly praise. 

Tis he who ^yorlestly ascribes to God 

praise his wisdom or his virtues win . 

Pride neyer lowers o’er his blest abode, • 

But welcomes all who fear the power of sin. 

’Tis he whose promise like a rooted rock 
No blast can shake, no tempest can dissolve ^ 

Nfr lem, nor nor selfish views unlock 
The steadiest purpose of his fix’d resolve. 

*Tis he who lends t(> comfort the distrert, 

In works of love he seelJls his onlj-^ fee : 

No proffer’d bribe can move hiif geji’rous breast 
To wound the fame that'Vlives from censure free. 

When Nature from her sov’rcjgn thror^» i« hurl’d, 
When crumbliiif^ earth obeys her Mailer’s call ; 
When common ruin overwhelms the world, 
Upheld by God * this man shall never fall. 

T. A. 


ON THE MASSACRE OF THE PROTESTANTS IN 
PlEDWViT. 

AvEiiGE, Lord, thy sla«ghtej'’d* saints, who^ 
bones 

Lie scatter'd on the Alpine mouiItaiJte cold ; 
Even* them who kept thy truth fso pw^e of old, 

' When all our fathers worahipt stocks an"?! stonq^, 
Porget |)iot: in thy hook recoi;d their ilfoans 
VVho were thy»sheep, and in their ancient fojdtjf 
Slaiji by the bloody Piedmontese Ihft roW</^ 
Mothei^witli infal!t down the A>ck8. Tbe^moans 
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Tkfi valeti redoiiblLMl to tljd hills, and tho}" 

To ht'avoii. Their martyr’d hlooi^aiid ashes sow 
O’er all the Italian fields, where still doth sway 
The trii'le tyrant! that from these may f,Mow 
, A hundred fold, who paving learn’d tliy way. 
Early may fly the llabylunian mv%, { 

miLTO]/. 


stanzas 

ficu, Cinara! breves 
A nnob laU dedcruiit? (lou. 

She is not now amid my dreams, 

Though ne’er one waking h,mr forgot 
With many a shape my pillow teems, 

Bift ’mid their wilftness she is not 
I’ve mingled, in raj’» murmur’d prayT, 

Her n(^w tb me forbidden name, — ' 

Sleep came, and imihy a tliought was there, 
But all was gloom,— vshe never came ! 

OT. '^iii this dark world, must I think 
She shares not no’^v iny destinies? 

And let my bl ooding fancy |jnk 

ITiun what she was, to what she is ? 

Oh ! is it truth which brings me now 
The hideous sights which make ineTave, 
The crumbling frame, — The e^^rthy brow. 

The horrors of (She uriveilW grave ? 

Blest be'mv Oodi, it is not so ! ^ , 

There uSs been Onwwitbin the tomb, 
l)u iCt its iron chain of wo, 

A^d a light to cheer it^ gloomlf 
e’er the bow that spans the shower*,— «- 
morning ’mid the summer sk^gs, — 
Nor summer’s first and pwest fiower,— 

Cti|s\ rise more bright than she shal] rise ! 

* PAKK*. 

THE Elfo. 
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